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31R, 
Have no deſign in this Dedication, but to expreſs my grati- 
tude for the pleaſure and advantage I have received from your 
Poku on the LAST JUDGMENT, and the PARAPHRASE, on 


part of the Book of Jos, 
Tux Author of theſe Letters is above any view of intereſt, and 
can have no proſpect of reputation, reſolving to be concealed: but 


if they prove a ſerious entertainment to perſons whoſe leiſure hours 
are not always innocently employed, the end is = anſwered. 


THe greateſt infidel muſt own, there is at leaſt as much probabi- 
lity in this ſcheme, as in that of the Fairy TaLEs; which, how- 
ever viſionary, are ſome of them moral and entertaining. 


I am, 


Six, 


Your moſt humble Servant, &c. 


P REF A CK: 


HE drift of theſe LETTERS is, to impreſs. the notion ef the 

ſoul's immortality; without which, all virtue and religion, 
with their temporal and eternal good conſequences, muſt fall to the 
ground. | 0 5 


Some who pretend to have no ſcruples about the being of a GOD, 
have yet their doubts about their own eternal exiſtence, though valu- 
able authors abound in chriſtian and moral proofs of it. 925 


But ſince no means ſhould be left unattempted in a point of ſuck 
importance, I hope, endeavouring to make the mind familiar with the 
thoughts of our future exiſtence, and contract, as it were unawares, 
an babitual perſuaſion of it, by writings built on that foundation, and 
addreſſed to the affections and imagination, will not be thought im- 

per, either as a doctrine or amuſement; amuſement, for which the 
world makes by far the largeſt demand, and which, generally ſpeak- 
ing, is nothing but an art of forgetting that immortality, the firm 
belief, and auvantageous contemplation of which, his amuſement 
would recommend. | 


CONTENTS. 


CON TE N-T-S8, 


NOL. I. 


I veent O the Farl of R „from Clerimont, who had promiſed 
; to appear to him after his Death—The Purport of this Epiſtle 
is to draw his Lordſhip from that contemptible Idea which he had entertained 
of all Things ſacred, and to convince him from the particular Inſtance of his 
Brother's heroic Deportment in the Agonies of Death, of the Certainty of a 
future State, and the Immortality of the Soul. | : 
LETTER II. From Altamont, who died at Conſtantinople, to his Friend in Eng- 
laud, giving him an Account of the Manner of his Death, and the principal Oc- 
caſion of it; concluding with a pathetic Deſcription of his infinitely more happy 
State on his firſt Entrance into another World, | | 
LETTER III. Tothe Counteſs of **, from Narciſſus, her only Son and Heir, 
who died when he was but two Years old. This is a conſolatory Epiſtle, re- 
reſenting, in the moſt endearing Terms, the Unreaſonableneſs of her Grief ; 
3 all the earthly Grandeur, to which he was entitled by his Birth, was but 
Pageantry and Farce, in compariſon with the innate Dignity of his immortal 
State, and the Glories to which he was advanced. | 
LETTER IV. To my Lord *, from Ethelinda, a young Lady, who, though 
deeply in Love with him, choſe rather to die in a Convent than to make her 
Eſcape from that holy Retreat, to which her moſt ſolemn Vows had confined 
her. | . 
LETTER V. To ***#, from Junius, giving his Friend, according to Promiſe, 
| 4 Deſcription of the planetary Worlds, and the Inhabitants of thoſe happy 
egions. , 

h Lars ER VI. From Amanda to ****, acknowledging her Virtue, though paſ- 
ſionately beloved by her Huſband, who, upon hearing of her Marriage with one 
Montandre, reſolved to make away with himſelf, and fell on his Sword accord- 
ingly, leaving behind him an only Daughter, friendleſs, and expoſed to the wide 
World. The Motive of this Letter is to beg of her Friend to take the 

Charge of her poor Orphan, and her Infant Innocence, | 

LETTER VII. To Emilia, from Delia, giving her a beautiful Deſcription of the 

_ inviſible Regions, and the happy State of the Inhabitants of Paradiſe. 

LETTER VIII. To ***+*, from Amintor, in which he firſt acknowledges, with 

Gratitude, her ſincere Paſſion for him, and her Readineſs to attend him in his 
laſt Voyage to Spain; and then relates how he loſt his Life in her Defence, in 
that unfortunate Engagement with an Algerine Corſair, wherein ſhe was taken 
| a Priſoner, and afterwards made a Slave to a Baſſa. The Purport of the remain- 
ing Part of the Letter is to diſſuade her from the raſh Reſolution which ſhe had 
taken to poiſon him, for the Preſervation of her Chaſtity; and to induce her, 
rather to ſubmit to the Diſpenſations of Divine Providence, who in Reward to 
her Virtue would find out ſome Means or other for her Eſcape. 

LETTER IX. To Sylvia, from Alexis. The Intention of this Letter is to in- 

form her, that ſhe is the natural Daughter of a Perſon of Quality, and not the 

real Iſſue of her ſuppoſed Parents, and to forewarn her of the Danger that at- 
tended her, in liſtening to the Addrefles of the Lord ****, who, in reality, 
was her own Brother. . | | 

LETTER X. To Leonora, from Clerimont, her Guardian; who, though violent 

in Love with her, choſe rather to die, than diſhonourably to ſeduce her, her 
Fortune being vaſtly ſuperior to tis own. The Motive of this Letter is to 
aſſure her, that the Virtuous atter Death are in a State of Perfection and Happineſs, 
and to forewarn her, as ſhe was nove under her Brother's Care, of his diffojute and 


hcentious 
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| licentious Manners, and of the thouſand Dangers, to which, through his Means, 
her Virtue would be expoſed. 5 
LETTER XI. Another to the ſame; in which he firſt congratulates her on her 
Recovery from a dangerous Fit of Sickneſs, and then diſcovers the diſingenuous 
Behaviour and Perfidiouſneſs of one of her Brother's profligate Companions, 
who made his Addreſſes to her, though privately married to a young Lady, 
whom he had ungratefully abandoned to Miſery and Deſpair. | 
LETTER XII. From Cleander to his Brother, endeavouring to reclaim him 


from his extravagancies, by giving him a full Account of the —_ Manner, 


in which one of his diſſolute, atheiſtical Companions, reſigned his Life in a fo- 
reign Country; concluding with ſome pathetical Reprehenſions of his ill Con- 
duct. , | | | 

LETTER XIII. To Climene, from , giving her timely Warning to ſhun 
the Addreſſes of the perfidious Alcander, to whoſe Vows and Proteſtations if 
ſhe once liſtened, ſhe was ruined beyond Redemption. 

LETTER XIV. From“ to his Siſter, demonſtrating the Unreaſonableneſs of 
her Grief on account of his ſudden Death; fince it was an immediate Tranſition 
to a State of Immortality, and endleſs Bliſs. | 

LETTER XV. From Philander to Henrietta, giving her an Account of his being 


drowned in his Voyage to the Indies; of his Paſſage through the mighty Waters, 


to the planetary Regions; and of his Progreſs from thence to the Manſions of the 
Bleſſed ; whoſe Pleaſures are everlaſting, unutterable, and beyond Deſcription. 

LETTER XVI. To my Lord ****, from Serena, perſuading him not to imagine 
that all Apparitions are the Reſult only of Fear and Fancy; to liſten to her Ad. 
vice, and make Preparation for his Death, ſince in a few Weeks his laſt Hour 
would infallibly be determined. | 


LETTER XVII. From Ibrahim, a Turkiſh Baſſa, to Philocles, acknowledging 
that he was the principal inſtrument of his converſion to the Chriſtian Faith, 


and defiring him to ranſom a beautiful Grecian Slave, whom he had ſeduced in 
his Life-time, and prevailed on to renounce her moſt holy Religion. 3 
LETTER XVIII. From the deceaſed Euſebius to his Son, charging him to retract 
a Challenge which he had ſent to Lindamor, his generous Friend, whoſe 
Sincerity was his only Crime; and not ſhamefully to eſpouſe the Cauſe of a 
. licentious — who had neither Virtue nor Reputation to defend. 
"o my Lord , from Mariana, his deceaſed Wife, perſuad- 
ing him to be juſt to his Obligations to the injured Sylviana, and to fet Bounds 
to thoſe vicious Inclinations which he had indulged ſince her Death without Re- 
luctance and Controul. - 7 | 
LETTER XX. From Theodoſius to Varrius, diſſuading him from the Purſuit of 
an Amour with the beautiful Cleora, which, as ſhe was the Wife of his gene- 


rous Benefactor, muſt inevitably plunge her into Guilt and Infamy, and brand 
himſelf with the ignominious Character of being perfidious and ungrateful to the 


beſt of Friends. 


THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 
Tranſlated from the Moral Eſſays of Meſſieurs Du Port Royal, 


LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING, 
PART 1. 


ROM Philario to Chamont, giving a particular Account of 
LETTER 1. F his unhappy Amour with An 5 

LETTER II. From Caſſander to a Gentleman at Venice, relating all the aggra- 

vating Circumſtances of a barbarous Murder, waich he committed in a fit of 

| - | Jealouſy, 
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Jealouſy, oh an imaginary Rival; and deſcribing, in the moſt pathetic Terms, 

bis Remer ſe of Conſcience for ſuch a flagrant Violation of the Laws of Friend- 

| ſhip and Humanity. . | | | 

LeTTzR III. To Belinda, from Sylvia, ingenuouſly confeſſing that a guilty 
Paſſion was the real Cauſe of her ſudden Retirement into the Country; and re- 
lating the particular Manner of her avoiding the fatal Effects of it, and the in- 
effable Satisfaction which ſhe found in the ſecret Approbation of her own 

 Condu&t.—See the Continuation of her Story in Vol. II. 4 

LETTER IV. To Euſebius, from Philander, acknowledging the Obligations he 
had laid him under, by working a Reformation both in his Principles and Man- 
ners. In this Letter is introduced a beautiful Rhapſody, inſcribed, * To the Un- 
* known GoD:' | | 


LITER V. To Mrs. , from Amoret, giving an Account of her criminal 


Paſſion for Sebaſtian z and deſcribing; in the moſt moving Terins, the Manner 
in which he ſeduced her, and her Remorſe of Conſcience on the Reflection of 
her ill Conduct. 


LrrTER VI. To my Lord 2e, from Evander, demonſtrating the vaſt Advan- 


tages of a virtuous Man over a Libertine, ſuppoſing his ExpeCtations of future 
Bliſs ſhould prove a Fiction, and Chriſtianity ſhould be nothing more than 4 
mere Deluſion, 5 | 

LETTER VII. From Herminius to his Siſter, acquainting lier, that he had once 
a criminal Paſſion for Cleora ; bit that her ſoft and engaging Behaviour towards 
Philaret her Huſband, and her juſt Neglect of all his amorous Addrefles to her, 
had made him a Proſelyte to Virtue. „ 

LETTER VIII. From Bellamour to Carlos, relating the Story of his Paſſion for 
Almeda, and the unexpected Interruption of his Happineſs, by a raſh Offer of 
his Services to another Lady, in Hopes of being rejeted.—See the Continua- 
tion of his Story in Vol. II. | 

LETTER IX. To Philario, from the Duke of *, reflecting, with the utmoſt 
ReluQance and Remorſe, in the Agonies of Death, on his miſ- ſpent Life, and 

his open Violation of all Things ſacred, | Enos, 

LETTER X. From Celadon to Amaſia, reproaching her with having ſeduced 
him into a criminal Converſation with her, notwithſtanding the infinite Obliga- 
tions he lay under to her Huſband, who was his Guardian, Benefactor, and 

' beſt of Friends. | . 8 | 

LETTER XI. To my Lord ***#, from Philander, on the Pleaſures of Retire- 
ment, and the Vanity of Riches, and the moſt illuſtrious Titles; in which is 
introduced a beautiful Soliloyuy, addrefled to the Great Spirit of Nature. 

LETTER XII. To Myrtillo, from Leander, a Phyſician, giving him an Account 
of his falling in Love with a fair Stranger in the Country; in which is intro- 
duced a pnetical Deſcription of the Place where he firit ſaw her, and of the 
Goddeſs he adored. 8 | | | 

LETTER XIII. Another to the ſame, giving an Account of his Miſtreſs's Illneſs; 
his accidental Attendance on her, her Contempt of all earthly Enjoyments, 
and her laſt dying Words, which had made too deep ai Impreſſion on his Mind 

ever to be eraſed: | 


LETTER XIV. From Myrtilla to Hermione, giving her an Account of her 


Brother's Paſſion for her; the ſevere Obligations her Father laid him under of 
ſeeing her no more; his paſſive Obedience to thoſe paternal InjunEtions, and his 
Death, which was conſequent thereupon. „ 

LrrTER XV. From * to *##***, acknowledging that the Virtues of ſome 
Heatheus were very ſurprizing, and that his Friend had in his Letter ſet them in 
akery fair and advantageous Light. In Return, he ſends his Friend, incloſed, 
a beautiful Hymn to the Name of JE sus, in Oppoſition to the moſt accom- 

„ pliſhed of his Pagan Herdes. 5 5 

LETTER XVI. From Lady Jane Gray to Lord Guilford Dudley. A. poetical 
Farewel. | „ 3 

LrrTER XVII. From his Lordſhip to the Printeſs. An affeRionate, poetical 
Anſwer to the foregoing. a 5 
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LETTER XVIII. From Albanus to Mrs. e, aſſuring the Lady that ſhe had 


wrought a wonderful Reformation in him, and convinced him that Virtue was 
more than an empty Name, was a ſacred Reality, and that the Goddeſs ſhone 
| brighteſt when ſhe put on the Royal Form of our late Queen Caroline. 


LETTERS To CLEORA. 


LETTERI. F ROM *®+*+, to Cleora. On the Pleaſures of Retirement. 


LETTER II. From **#* to the fame, complaining of the Shortneſs of her laſt 
Epiſtle. | 
LirrER III. From **** to the ſame, excuſing her Neglect of Writing, ſince 
ſhe had no entertaining Subject in her Retirement to enlarge upon. 
LeTTER IV. From to the ſame, acknowledging the Favour of her laſt ; 
and aſſuring her, that, in her Opinion, Death would have a diſmal View, if 
an Immortality beyond it did not brighten the Scene. 


LeTTER V. From **** to the ſame, confeſſing that her Reflections on Death 


were very juſt; and that ſhe was glad to find her return to a Subject which molt 
of her Sex endeavour to avoid. TN 
LETTER VI. From **** to the ſame, aſſuring her, that ſhe had nothing re- 
markable to communicate; and that ſhe lived as retired as thoſe who ſleep in 
their Graves, | 1 
LETTER VII. From **** to the ſame, aſſuring her, that as her Thoughts on 
this World and the next are ſo juſt, ſne compaſſionates her Manner of Lite; 


concluding with this moral Reflection, that all our eager Purſuits after earthly 


Enjoyments, are no more than the amuſing ourſelves with a vain Succeſſion of 


Shadows. 


LETTER VIII. From **** to the ſame, acknowledging, that the principal 


Motive of her Writing 1s to extort an Anſwer; having nothing to entertain her- 
felf with, much leſs her Friend, | 


LETTERS To Txt AUTHOR. 
Lavras . T O the Author, from Cleora, confeſſing, that, though the Thoughts 


of Death might be ſerene, and agreeable enough to ſome; yet 
'twas with Relucance ſhe parted with any Thing here below; and dreaded to 


m— on a World unknown, from whence none return to tcli us what they 
nd it, 
LETTER II. To the ſame, diſcommending her living always a Recluſe, and 
giving her an Invitation to 'Town. | 
LETTER III. To the ſame, giving her an Account how ſhe employs her Time 
in her Garden, and inviting her to her Country Seat. | | 
LETTER IV. To the ſame, on the Vanity of all ſublunary Enjoyments. 
LETTER V. To the fame, lamenting the Loſs of my Lord *, a ſincere 
Friend, an honeſt Man, and an agreeable Companion; concluding with ſerious 
Reflections on the Advantages of his Change. . 
LETTER VI. From Iris to Clorinda, aſſuring her, that the Irregularity of her 
Paſſions is the true Cauſe of her Melancholy; that her Thoughts and Actions 
are inconſiſtent, ſince ſhe cannot forbear purſuing the Pleaſures of the World, 
though ſhe knows them to be fleeting and worthleſs. 
LETTER VII. From Emilia to Almira, giving her an Account of the Death ot 
the unhappy Teraminta, with the ſeeret Hiſtory of her criminal Paſſion for 
Alonzo, one of her Huſband's Depeudents. | 


LETTER VIII. From Anaftaſia to the Lord **##*, informing him of her Re- 


treat to a Convent, to avoid his Import nities. 8 
LETTER IX. From Diana to Leonora, giving her an Account of her Recovery 
from 2 tedious Fit of Sickneſs, and @ lively Deleription of the Pleaſures of 


Health; 
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Health; concluding with ſerious Reflections on the ſmall Conſolatienz which 
earthly Enjoyments afford us upon a Death-bed. 


LETTER X. From Bellamour to Lyſander, giving him the ſecret Hiſtory of 
Roſella and Alphonſo.—See the Continuation of her Story in Vol. II. 
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3 ro Lady Sophia, from Roſalinda, a young Lady of Quality, re- 
LETTER I. T ling the tres Occaſion of her bring from F nc enz 
her Father's Houſe in the Diſguiſe of a Country Girl; of her Arrival in Eng- 
land, by the Aſſiſtance of a faithful Friend; of her Progreſs to a Country Farm- 
houſe; of her Reception there, as a Servant; in which is introduced a beautiful 
Deſcription of a Country Life; and, iaſtly, of her innocent Amour with a beau- 
tiful modeſt Youth, who lived in an adjacent Village. 

LETTER II. To the ſame, returning her Ladyſhip many Thanks for all her 
folemn Profeſſions of Friendſhip, and her agreeable Raillery on her new Coun- 
try Gallant; and aſſuring her, that ſhe is as perfectly at Eaſe, and contented 
with her new Station, as when ſhe lived in Afﬀuence, and the Sunſhine of a 
Court. | | | 

LETTER III. To the ſame, aſſuring her of her firm Reſolution to live for 
ever in her State of Obſcurity, rather than return to her Father, and be obliged 

| 3 renounce her Religion. — See the Sequel of her Story in the firſt Letter of 
Part III. e | : 

LETTER IV. From Lavinia to Laurinda, giving her an Account of her Viſit to 
Cleomira, and the Effects of it. : 


LETTER V. To Belinda from Sylvia, giving her the Sequel of her Story, re- 


lated in the third Letter of the firſt Part of theſe Mora] Letters. 


LETTER VI. From Emilia to Leticia, giving her an Account of the Death of 
Amanda; her Character at large, and the little Concern ſhe ſhewed in her Ill- 
neſs, for the Things of another World. 

LETTER VII. Leticia's Anſwer to Emilia, in which ſhe firſt reflects on the Un- 
happineſs of ſuch an Education as Amanda's, and then introduces a beautiful 
Poem on Solitude, inſcribed to Mrs, ** | 

LETTER VIII. From Emilia to Leticia, with Thanks for her laſt ſeaſonable 

Poem; an Account of her Brother's Death, and of the Alleviation of her Grief 
by his Appearance to her in an angelick Form. | 

LETTER IX. Leticia to Emilia, in which ſhe firſt gives an Account of her 
being at the Play, and ſeeing the Princeſs any A there; then enters into the Cha- 


rafter of her Highneſs, which ſhe ſets in the faireſt Light; and introduces at laſt 
a Poem on Beauty. | 


* . 


LETTER X. To my Lord * , from Lyſander, giving a Relation of the tra- 
gical End of his atheiſtical Valet de Chambre; with a true Copy of a peniten- 
tial Letter written by him after his Death. _ | 

LETTER XI. To his Lordſhip, from the fame; in which is incloſed a Poem, in- 
titled, © The Invocation.” | 

LETTER XII. The Sequel of the Story of Roſella, related in the tenth Letter of 
the firit Part of Letters Moral and Entertaining. 

LETTER XIII. From Iſabella to Serena, giving an Account of her contracting 
an intimate Acquaintance with Semanthe, who, contrary to her Expectations, 
proved a falſe Friend, and betrayed her moſt important Secrets. 

LETTER XIV, From Melinda to Oriana, giving an Account of her Departure 
from her Brother's Houſe, and the real Occaſion of it; of her hiring herſelf 
to a Merchant's Lady, in order to conceal herſelf, and of the generous Treat- 
ment ſhe met with from her Maſter and Miſtreſs, 
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LETTER XV. From **** to Euſebius, ſhewing a generous Contempt of all 
ſublunary Enjoyments, in the ſure and certain Hopes of a bleſſed Immortality, 

LETTER XVI. The Story of OLINDA and SOPHRONIA. Tranſlated from 
Taſſo's Jeruſalem. 2 5 

LETTER XVII. From Bellamore, relating the Sequel of his Paſſion for Al. 
meda, mentioned in the eighth Letter of the firſt Part of Letters Moral and En- 
tertaining. 

LETTER XVIII. From Hermione to Lady Mary, her Siſter, juſt before her 
Death. h 3 

LETTER XIX. Toru, from Ariſtus, giving an Account of the ſudden 
Death of his new Bride, Erminia, who was ſurprized with the fatal Meſſage of 
Death in the Chapel, while the ſacred Rites were performing. 

LETTER XX. From Clerimont to Lycidas, on the Vanity of all ſublunary En- 
1-yNents, and the ſubſtantial Pleaſures of an immortal State. : 

LETTER XXI. To the Earl of ****, from Antonio, acknowledging the Raſh- 

neſs and Folly he was guilty of in ſending his Friend a Challenge, and the Ge- 
neroſity of his Adverſary in ſparing his Life after the Engagement. 

LrTIER XXII. To Valerius, from an Engliſh Merchant, giving an Account 

of his redeeming one Orramel, the only Son of a wealthy Baſſa in Conſtantino- 
ple; and of the friendly Return made him by the grateful Mahometan. 
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LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING. 
PART Jl; 


O Lady Sophia, from Roſalinda, with a Continuation of her Story, 
LETTER I. T lated bs the firit, ſecond, and third Letters, of the ſecond Part 
of Letters Moral and Entertaining. | 1 8 | 
LETTER II. Another to the ſame, being the Concluſion of the foregoing Ro- 
mance ; in which is introduced a beautiful Paſtoral Dialogue, on the Works of 
the Creation, > . | 
LETTER HI. A third to the ſame, giving her an Account of the Death of her 
Friend Sally; with an exact Cupy of the Letter which ſhe wrote ſome few 
Days before her Deceaſe. e 5 
LETTER IV. To Carlos from Alcander, relating his criminal Engagement with 
the beautiful Aſp»fia, and the happy Stop put to the Execution of it by the Re- 
ce:pt of a Letter from Philander, her Huſband, his intimate Friend, and ge- 
nerous Bcnetactor. 1 . 5 
LETTER V. Another to the ſame, with a beautiful Tranſlation of Taſſo's En- 
chanted Foreſt. | 
LEITER VI, From *** to Albanus, endeavouring to demonſtrate, that a vir- 
tucus Life 1s preferable to all the Allurements of Senſe; in which is intro- 
d ced a Poem on Happineſs, 


LETTER VII. From Lindamor to Lucius, with an Ode on Love. 
LETTER VIII, From Silviana, giving an Account of her Manner of Life before 


her Marriage with the Earl of *. 
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LETTEE ML 


TO THE EARL OF R 


„ FROM MR. 


„ WHO HAD PROMISED Te 


APPEAR TO HIM AFTER HIS DEATH, | 


HIS will find you, my Lord, con- 
- firmed in your infidelity, by your 

late diſappointment. It was not in my 
power to give you the evidence of a fu- 
ture ſtate, which you deſired, and I had 
raſhly promiſed ; but ſince this engage- 
ment was a ſecret to every mortal but 


ourſelves, you muſt be aſſured that this 
comes from your deceaſed friend, whoſe _ 


friendſhip you fee has reached beyond 


the grave. 
In my-laſt ſickneſs we fixed on the 
time and place of my appearance; you 
was ee vr to the appointment: for 
though I was not permitted to make my- 
ſelf viſible, I had the curioſity to know 
if you had the reſolution to attend the 
ſolemnity of a viſit from the dead. The 
hour was come, the clock from a neigh- 
bouring ſteeple ſtruck one, no human 
voice was heard to break the awful ſi- 
lence; the moon and ſtars ſhone clear in 
their midnight ſplendor, and glimmered 
through the trees, which in lofty rows 
led to the center of a grove, where I was 
engaged to meet you. 3 

I ſaw you enter the walks, with a care- 
leſs incredulous air, not the leaſt con- 
cern or expeCtation appeared in your 
looks; as if you came there only in re- 
gard to your own word, and a fort of 
reſpe&t to my memory: however, the 
calmneſs of the night induced you to 
walk till the morning began to break, 
when you retucd, finging an idle ſong 


4 


you had got out of the Fairy Tales. By 
the gaiety of your temper you ſeemed 
pleaſed, my Lord, with a new proof 
againſt a future life, and happy to find 
yourſelf (as you concluded) on a level 
with the beaſts that periſh.—A glorious 
advantage! and worthy of your tri= 
umph! . | 
But we have ſo often diſcourſed on this 
ſubject, that I would not tire you with 
the repetition of any thing paſt; only 
once more to make way to your reaſon, 
by moving your paſſions, in recollecting 
the manner of your brother's death, 


which was all a demonſtration of the im- 


mortality of the ſoul, and to what heights 
of fortitude that proſpect could raiſe the 
heart of man, at the hour of terror, and 
in the jaws of death. 

With what a ready compoſure did he 
endure the violence of his diſtemper! 
with what conviction and full aſſurance 
expect the reward of his piety! with 
what calmneſs, with what a graceful re- 
ſignation, did he receive the ſentence of 
death, when (at his importunity) the 
phyſicians told him there were no hopes 
of his recovery! © Then I have but a 
« few weary ſteps, he replied, and the 
© journey of life will be finiſhed.” 

This was not a time for affectation, 


all was open undiſſembled goodneſs, and 


a true greatneſs of mind: nothing elſe 
could have ſupported him, when every 
circumſtan ce of life conſpired to allure 


2 — 
J W — 


— 


man's arms; your aged 


nature. 


him back to life, to deepen the ſhadows 
of the grave, and make the King of 
Terrors more terrible. 8 
There was not, my Lord, among 
che race of men, a more lovely and agree- 
able perſon than your brother; his mar- 
riage was juſt concluded with the charm- 
ing Cleora, he had juſt finiſhed a noble 
feat and fine gardens to receive her. 
When he was near death, ſhe came at 


bis requeſt to take a laſt and ſad farewel ; 
angels might have ſorrowed to ſee tears 
in the Hrighteſt eyes on earth, while her 


tenderneſs for him would have diſguiſed 
her anguiſh : this, with the fight of a 
fond young ſiſter, fainting in her wo- 
ather fittin 
near, ſilent and ſtupid with his ied 
what could ſupport the mind of man in 
fuch complicated diſtreſs 3 the accom- 
pliſhed youth, who had all that was gen- 


tle and humane in his diſpoſition, muſt 


have betrayed ſome weakneſs, if he had 
not been aſſiſted by a power ſuperior to 
But how equal, how ſteady 
was his mind! how becaming, how 
graceful his whole behaviour ! never was 
the laſt, the cloſing part of life, perform- 
ed with more decency and grandeur : 


his reaſon was clear and elevated, and 


bis words were the very language of im- 
mortality, and excited at the ſame time 
both pity and envy in thoſe that were 
near him. | 

When the cold ſweats hung on his 
brows, and his breath and ſpeech tailed, 


= 


joy ſtruggled through the decay of na- 


ture, and a heavenly ſmile ſat on his face; 


a ſmile that at once compelled our tears, 
and accuſed us of weakneſs in them. 


You, my Lord, attended him to the 
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laſt moment of life; and when I preſſed 
this argument of a future ſtate, you con- 
feſſed, that though you thought reli gion 
a deluſion, it was the moſt agreeable de- 
luſion in the world; and that men whe 
flattered themſelves with thoſe gay vi- 
fions, had much the advantage of thoſe 
that ſaw nothing before them but a gloomy 
uncertainty, or the dreadtul hope of an 
annihilation. : 

From this uncertainty I was very ſoli- 
citous to draw you, while I was in a 
mortal ſtate; but, I have now a more 
ardent deſire to convince you, though J 
cannot obtain the permiſſion to give you 
that evidence you requeſted: however, 
this letter may ſatisfy you that I am in « 


ſtate of exiſtence; nor is an apparition 


from the dead a greater miracle than 2 
variety of objects that daily ſurround 
you, and owe the loſs of their effect te 
your familiarity with them. 
Happy minds in this ſuperior ſtate are 
ſtill concerned for the welfare of mor- 
tals, and make a thouſand kind viſits to 
their friends ; to whom, if the laws of 
the immaterial worlds did not forbid, it 
would be eaſy to make themſelves viſi- 


ble, by the ſplendor of their own vehi- 


cles, and the command they have on the 


powers of material things, and the organs 
of ſight: it often ſeems a micacle to us, 
that you do not perceive us; for we are 


not abſent from you by places, but by 
the different conditions of the fates we 
are in. | 
You will find this in your clofet, and 
may be aſſured it comes from your con 
ſtaut aud immortal fricud, | 
CLERIMONT. 


LETTER It 


FROM A GENTLEMAN WHO DIED AT CONSTANTINOPLE, TO HIS FRIEND 


IN ENGLAND, GIVING HIM AN ACCOUNT OF HIS DEATH, 


OUR not hearing from me, my 

dear Beville, has given you too 
many diſmal apprehenſions about the 
manner of my death; and the engage- 
ments of a generdus friendſhip, which are 
not extinguiſned with the breath of life, 
oblige m. to give yon this ſatis faction. 

I made a longer fix at Conſtantinople 
than I intended, and there it pleaſed 
Heaven that I ſho ld reſign my life, 
which for ſome menchs gradually decline 


ed, but without . violent or painful 


diſorder, or indeed the leaſt apprehenſion 
that my diſtemper was fatal: but my 
days were numbered, and when the de- 
ſtined hour drew na, after a ſleepleſs 
night, I roſe with the ln; and as I had 
never been fi as to confine myſelf, I 
ſcuc ht tn 1 eſument in cue of thoſe 
bat adorn the ſhove of 
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ſinking, and retiring to a cypreſs ſhade, 
I threw myſelf on a flowery bank for 
ſome refreſhment : a gentle ſlamber toon 
cloſed my eyes, which was thrice broken 


by what I then thoughtan imaginary call ; 


the voice perfectly reſembled the charm- 
ing Almeria's, whoſe death, you know, 
was the occaſion of my travels. I was 
now perfectly awake, and liſtening to 
hear the gentle ſummons again; but 
found I had neither ſtrength to riſe, nor 
power to call aſſiſtance : an icy coldneſs 
ttopped the ſprings of life, and after a 
little ſtruggle, my ſpirit got unburdened 
of it's clay; the curtain fell, and the 
inviſible world appeared. The firſt gentle 
ſpirit that welcomed me to theſe new re- 
gions, was the lovely Almeria; but how 
dazzling! how divinely fair! extaſy was 
in her eyes, and inexpreſſible pleaſure in 
every ſmile! her mien and aſpect more 
ſoft and propitious than ever was feign- 
ed by poets of their Goddeſs of Beauty 
and Love: what was airy fiction Zhere, 
was here all tranſporting reality. With 
an inhnitable grace ſhe received me in- 
to her ethereal chariot, which was ſpark- 


ling ſapphire ſtudded with gold; it rol- 


led with a ſpontaneous motion ajong the 


heavenly plains, and ſtopped at the morn- 


ing ſtar, our deſtined habitation. But 


how ſhall I deſcribe this fair, this fra- 
grant, this enchanting land of love! the 
delectable vales and flowery lawns, the 
myrtle ſhades and roſy bowers; the bright 
caſcades and cryſtal rivulets rolling over 
orient pearls and ſands of gold, which 
here ſpread their ſilent waves into broad 
tranſparent lakes, ſmooth as the face of 
heaven, and there break with rapid force 
through arching rocks of diamond and 
purple amethyſt: plants of immortal 
verdure creep up the ſparkling cliffs, and 
adorn the proſpec with unſpeakable va- 
riety. 5 | 

Oh, my Beville! could I lead you 
through the luxurious bowers and ſoft 
receſſes, where pleaſure keeps it's eter- 
nal feſtivals, and revels with guiltleſs and 
unmoleſted freedom ! whatever can raiſe 
deſire, whatever can give delight, what- 
ever can ſatisfy the ſoul in all the bound- 
leſs capacities of joy, is found here! 
every wiſhisrepleniſhed with full draughts 
of vital pleaſure, ſuch as elevate angelic 
minds, and gratify the nobleſt faculties 
of immorta] ſpirits. Oh, Beville, my 


Almeria 1s as much ſuperior to her for- 
-mer {elf here, as I thought her ſuperior 


to the reſt of her ſex upon earth. 
ALTAMONT, 


».4 4D) 


LETTER ut. 


TOTHE COUNTESS: OF 


OUR grief is an allay to my hap- 

pineſs: the only ſentiment my in- 
fant fate was conſcious of, was a fond- 
nels for vou, which was then pure in- 
ſtint and natural ſympathy, but is now 
gratitude and filial affection, As ſoon 
as my ſpirit was releaſed from it's un- 
eaſy confinement, I found myſelf an ac- 
tive and reaſonable being; I was tranſ- 
ported at the advantage and ſuperior 
manner of my exiſtence: the firſt reflection 
J made was on my lovely benetaRor, for 
J knew you in that relation in my in- 


tant ſtate; but I was ſurprized to ſee you 


weeping over the little breathlefs form 
from which I thought myſelf ſo happily 
delivered, as if you had lamented my 
eſcape. The fair proportion, the agility, 
the ſplendor of the new vehicic, that 
my ſpirit now inſormed, was ſo bleſt an 
exchange, that I wondered at your grief; 


„FROM HER ONLY SON, WHO DIED WHEN HE 
WAS TWO YEARS OLD. | 


for I was fo little acquainted with the 
difference of material and immaterial 
bodies, that I thought myſelf as viſible 
to your fight as you was to mine; I was 
exceedingly moved at your tears, but 
was ignorant why, unleſs becauſe yours 
was the moſt beautiful face next my 
Guardian Angel's I had ever ſeen, and 
that you reſembled ſome of the gay forms 
that uſed to recreate my guiltleſs flum- 
bers, and {mile on me in gentle dreams: 
J was then ignorant of your maternal 
relation to me, but remembered that you 
had been my refuge in all the little diſ- 
treſſes of which I had but a faint notion: 
J left you unwillingly in the height of 
your calamity, to follow my radiant 
guide to a place of tranquillity and joy, 
where I met thouſands of happy fpirits 
of my own order, who informed me of 
the hiſtory of my native world, for 
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' whoſe inhabitants 1 have a peculiar be- 


nevolence, and cannot help intereſting 
myſelf in their welfare: but as I never 
diſcerned hetween good and evil, nor ex- 
perienced the motives that governed the 
race of men, I am, I confeſs, aſtoniſh- 
ed at their conduct, and find their joys 
and ſorrows to be all ſtrange and unac- 
countable. I have made viſits to the 
lower world ſince my deceaſe; the firſt 


that I made was from a tender curioſity 
to know if you was ſatisfied with the 


diſpoſal of Heaven in my early fate; 
but I was ſurprized to find, after ſevera 
months were paſt, your grief oppreſſed 


every thought, and clouded all the joys 


of vour life, which made me very in- 


Kb into my own hiſtory. I aſked 


the Celeſtial who was your attendant, 
why I was ſo much lamented, and of 
what conſequence my life would have 
been to the public or my own family, 
ſince thoſe fair eyes were yet drowned 
in tears for one that had made ſuch a 
low. As for the public, the gentle m1- 
niſter told me there was a hazard, I might 
nave proved a bleſſing or curfe; but that 
I was the only hope of an illuſtrious fa- 
mily, and heir to a vaſt cftate and di- 
tinguiſhed title; and pointing to a coat 
of arms, told me that was the badge of 
my dignity; the noble feat we had in 
view, with the gardens, fields, the woods 


ſhort and inſignificant appearance be- 


and parks that ſurrounded it, were all 


my entailed poſſeſſion. A 8 pol- 
„ ſeſſion!” I replied, © and 7 or the 
© four-footed animals that I behold feed- 
© ing on the verdant paſture!* but of 
what uſe theſe fields and woods had been 
to one that had an immortal ſpirit, I can- 
not conceive; and for a title, what hap- 
pineſs could an airy ſyllable, an empty 
jvund, bring with it? The coat of arms 
J took for ſuch a toy, that if burleſque 


had not been beneath the dignity of an 


Angel, I ſhould have thought the men- 
toning it a ridicule on mortal men. I 
cannot conceive wherein the charm, the 
gratification of theſe things conſiſt ; it I 


were poſſeſſed of the whole earthly globe, 
what uſe could I make of this groſs ele- 
ment, the dregs of the creation? I have 
no dependence on water, or fire, or earth, 
or air: *tis unintelligible to me, that 
hills and vallies, trees and rivers, the 
mines and caverns under their feet, any 
more than the clouds that fly over their 
heads, ſhould be the wealth of reaſon- 
able creatures: they may keep their poſ- 
ſeſſions unenvied by me; I am glad 1 
did not live long enough to make fs 
wrong a judgment, nor to acquire a re- 
liſh for ſuch low enjoyments. I am fo 
little concerned for the loſs of ſuch an 
inheritance, that if the black prince of 
the airy regions claimed my ſhare, 1 
would not diſpute his title, though he is 
my avertion, and your foe. | 

So ſuperior, Madam, are my preſent 
circumſtances, to that of the greateſt mo- 
narch under the ſun, that all earthly 
grandeur 1s pageantry and farce, com- 
pared to the real, the innate dignity 
which I now poſſeſs: I am advanced to 
celeſtial glory, and triumph in the heights 


of immortal life and pleaſure, whence 


pity falls on the Kings of the earth. 

If "= couid conceive my happineſs, 
inſtead of the mournful ſolemnity with 
which you interred me, you would have 


celebrated my funeral rites with ſongs 


and feſtivals: inſtead of the thoughtleſs 
thing you lately ſmiled on, and careſſed, 
I am now in the perfection of my being, 
in the elevation of reaſon; inſtead of a 


little extent of land, and the propriety of 


ſo much ſpace to breathe in, I tread the 
ſtarry pavement, make the circuit of the 
ſkies, and breathe the air of paradiſe : 
I am ſecure of eternal duration, and in- 
dependent but on the Almighty, whom 
I love and adore, as the fountain of my 


being and bleſſedneſs. 


Pardon me, Madam, "tis you now 


ſeem the infant, and I repay you that ſu- 


perior regard and tenderneſs which you, 
lately beſtowed on me. | 


NARCISSUS, 


LETTER AV: 


TO MY LORD ===—_—_— FROM A YOUNG LADY WHO WAS IN A CONVENT AT 
| FLORENCE. 


Y Lord, finding materials in your gence of my death: the hand will con- 
_ cloſet, I took the opportunity of vince you that it comes from your once 


your abſence to give you this intelli- loved Ethelinda, 
; I lived 
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J lived but a few weeks after you left 
Italy, ſuch was the exceſs of my grief, 
though a ſtrict modeſty ſtill forced me 
to conceal my unhappy paſſion from the 
moſt intimate companion I had; after I 
had diſcovered it to you, I durit confeſs 
the guilty ſecret to none but the com- 
paſſionate and forgiving powers above, 
who aſſiſted my weakneſs, and confirm- 
ed my refolution never to comply with 
any of thoſe ſchemes you propoſed to 
free me from my confinement. You 
had indeed convinced me that the vows 
I had made were raſh and uncommand- 
ed! but oh! it was paſt; ſaints and an- 

els heard it, the all-ſceing ſkies were 
ment; it was ſealed above, and entered 
in the records of Heaven. Thus hope- 
leſs was my paſſion! perjury and facri- 
lege ſtood in all their horrors before me, 
ruin and eternal perdition were betwixt 


vs: and yet that I loved you, my Lord, 


J had too often ſubſcribed to that ſoft 
confeſſion to leave you any doubt of it; 
nor was the tender fraiity without ex- 


cuſe, if all the merit man could boaſt, if 


every grace that nature could give, or 
gentle art improve, deſerved diſtinction: 
it had been a crime to have been inſenſihle 


in any circumſtance but mine. — Strange 


circumſtance! that could make it virtue 


to look coldly on you. 


There was the emphaſis of my miſery, 
mine was a heart devoted to ſuperior ar- 
dours, and ſacred to Heaven alone; that 
Heaven, which is my impartial judge 
and witneſs how ſincerely I {trove to blot 
you from my ſoul. But neither reaſon, 
nor the niceſt ſenſe of honour, nor even 
devotion, could aſſiſt me; ſtill you re- 
turned on my imagination triumphant 


in all your charms : hopeleſs of the con- 
> nk I gave myſelf up to grief and 
eſpair, reſolving never to attempt my 

eſcape from the holy retreat to which m 
vows had confined me, but rather to fa] 
a victim to the ſacręd names of chaſtity 
and truth. Heaven accepted the ſacri- 
fice, and Death, my kind deliverer, at 
once releaſed me from miſery and morta- 
lity ; the cryſtal gates opened a {pacious 
entrance, and the bleſt immortals re- 
ceived me into the manſion of life and 
bliſs. | 

Whatever was feigned of Elyſian 
fields, and Cyprian groves, is here with- 
out deluſion ſurpaſſed; theſe are the im- 
perial ſeats, the native dominions .of 
Love; here his holy torch flamed out with 
propitious ſplendor, and his golden ſhafts 
are dipt in immortal joys: here are no 
vows that tear us from our wiſhes, no 
conflict betwixt paſhon and virtue; 
what we like we admire, what we ad- 
mire we enjoy, nor is it more our hap- 
pineſs than commendation ſo to do. 

That unhappy paſſion, which was my 
torment and crime, is now my glory and 
my boaſt: nothing ſelfiſh or irregular, 
nothing that needs reſtraint or diſguiſe, 
mingles with the noble ardour; tis all 
calm and beneficent, becoming the dig- 
nity of reaſon, and the grandeur of an 
immortal mind, and is as laſting as it's 
eſſence: when the lamps of Heaven are 
quenched, when the Sun has burnt out 
it's ſplendor, this divine principle ſhall 
ſhine with undiminiſhed luſtre, the joy 


and triumph of the heavenly nations. 


The ſubſtance of love, my Lord, dwells 
in Heaven, it's ſhadow only is to be 
found upon earth. 

| ETHELINDA. 


LETTER V. 


TO 


OU remember, as we. were on a 

clear ſummer evening gazing on 
the beauty of the ſtars, I promiſed, if 
you ſurvived me, to give you an account 
of the planetary worlds, and their inha- 
bitants: I have not made half the tour 
of the ſkies, but will, if I can, deſcribe 
to you the laſt of theſe novelties in which 
I entertained myſelf. It was in a re- 


gion immenſe {paces diſtant from that 
ſyſtem which is enlightened by your 


ſun, and created numberleſs ages before 
the foundations of the earth were laid; 
and the meaſure thereof deſcribed before 
the day-ſpring knew it's place, and the 
bounds of darkneſs were determined; 
before man was formed of the ground, 
and the Almighty breathed into him a 

living ſoul: an unmeaſurable duration 
before this, the unlimited Creator had 
made and peopled millions of glorious 
worlds. The inhabitants of this which 
| NS” I am 
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I am deſcribing, ſtood their probation, 
and are confirmed in their original rec- 
titude, but will never be admitted into 
the Empyrean Heaven, being incapable 
of that tupremedegree of happineſs which 
angels and the ſpirits of juſt men attain : 
however they are exempt from all evil, 
bleſt to the height of their faculties and 
conceptions, and are privileged with im- 
mortality, Their reſidence may pro- 
perly be called the Enchanted World; 
whatever you have heard fabled of Fairy 
ſcenes, of vocal groves, and palaces ri. 
ing to magick ſounds, is all real here, 
and performed by the eaſy and natural 
operations of thele active ſpirits. I have 
in an inſtant ſeea palaces aſcend to a ma- 
jeſtick height, ſparkling as the ſtars, and 
traniparent as the unclouded æther: I 
might deſcribe them like the courtly 
prophet; Their walls were fair colours, 
their foundation ſapphire, the windows 
c of agate, and the gates of carbuncle.“ 
Their materials here are all glittering 
and refined, not like the earthly globe, 
dark and heavy. Theſe ætherials are 
the niceſt jud ges of ſymmetry and propor- 
tion, and by the diſpoſition of light and 


ſhade, and the mixture of a thouſand 


dazzling colours, form the moſt charn\-. 
ing proſpects: they have ſuch a com- 


mand and knowledge of the powers of 
nature, that in an inſtant they raiſe a 
variety of ſylvan ſcenes, and carry the 
perſpective thro gh verdant avenues and 
flowery walks to an unmeaf öreable 
length; while living fountains caſt up 
thu fiiver ſpouts, and form glittering 
arches among the trees, of growth and 
veruse not to be cxpreſſed. 

T ney are acquiimted with all the ut- 
moſt myſteries of found, and are poſſeſſ- 
ed with the very foul of harmony : art 
is theirs in all it's changing notes, it's 
blandithments and graces: whatever Na- 
ture can boaſt in her wild licentious 


charms, is governed by them: the wind- 
ing vales, the ſtreams and groves, breathe 
muſic at their command: the nightin- 
gale and dying ſwan ſeem to complain to 
gentle zephyrs whiſpering through the 
trees, while a thouſand airy ſongſters 
warble to the meaſured fall of high caſ- 
cades; which by intervals ſinking into 
a deep filence, after a graceful pauſe, 
ſhrill recorders and ſilver trumpets found, 


while harmleſs thunders roll above, and 


break with a glorious ſolemnity: ſtill 
the bliſsful tempeſt riſes, and ſwells the 
mind to ſacred grandeur, and ſeraphick 
elevation; till ſubdued and melted into 
ſoftneſs by the melody of tuneful reeds, 
warbling lutes, and ſweet enchanting 
voices of the Lydian ſtrain. 

The language of this charming region 
is perfectly muſical and elegant, and 
becoming the fair inhabitants, who are 
freſh and roſy as the opening morning, 
clear as the meridian light, and fragrant 
as the breath of jeſſamin, or new-blown 
roſes: how exquiſtely proportioned their 
ſhapes ! their aſpect how tranſporting ! 
how gentle, how charming beyond all 
the race of mortal men! never did the 
eye-lids of the morning open on ſuch 


perfection; never did the fun, ſince firſt 


it journeyed through the ſkies, behold 
ſuch beauty; nor can human fancy, in 


it's molt inſpired flights, conceive ſuch 
amiable wonders. | | 
Perhaps, in all my planetary rambles, 


I ſhall not be able togive you an account 
of any objects more ſurprizing: but 
while I am permitted, I ſhall continue 
my intelligence to the moſt agreeable 
friend I had on earth; and be aſſured, 
when you are releaſed from mortality, 
you will meet, in ſpite of diſtance of time 
and place, (thoſe mortal foes to love 
upon earth) your conſtant and un- 
changed | . 
Ju Nrus. 


Enn 


ro 


| NI deor ſiſter, though theengage- 

ments of Nature are cancelled, 
the ſuperior obligations of virtue 1emain 
in thert U force. You have been faith- 
ful to my memory, and the ſtriét rules 
of picty; though it has p -oved of fatal 
conlequence to the unhappy man Who 


was lately my huſband, and by that re- 
lation a brother to you : with inward 
grief and compaſſion, I ſaw the guilty 
inclination, but never uttered the leaſt 
complaint, nor gave him one unealy 
moment: I knew your mind as faultleſs 
as your form, and faw you governed in 


all 
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all your conduct by conſcious honour, 


and unblemiſhed virtue: envy itſelf could 
not have reproached you with the leaſt 
deviation from modelty and truth; nor 
was the promiſe I would have extorted 
from the guilty youth on my death-bed, 


the effect of jealouly, but a kind deſign 


to reclaim him, and free you from his 
importunity, if I could have engaged 
him, as I deſired, not to converſe with 


you after my deceaſe; but he was ſincere 


enough to refuſe me, and as ſoon as a 
{light formality would ſuffer him, he 


purſued his inceſtuous paſhon. Your 


obſtinate repulſes had at laſt the tragi- 
cal effect I expected: from the moment 
that he heard the day of your marriage 
with the illuſtrious Montandre was ſet, 
he reſolved on the unnatural fact; and 
never was ſelf- murder performed in a 
more calm and deliberate manner: he 
ſpent part of the evening with two of 
his friends, men of wit and learning; 
his diſcourſe with them was all intended 


to prove the right a man has to diſpoſe. 


of his life, and put an end to his being, 


when it was rather his burden than hap- 


pineſs. He returned to his houſe at a 
more early hour than vſual, and retiring 
to his chamber, called for a young and 


only daughter that 1 had left him; tak- 


ing her in his arms, while the lovely in- 
fant ſmiled on him, tears dropped from 
his eyes: when he would have bleſſed it, 
the unbelieving prayer faultered on his 


LETT 
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V dear Emilia, it will be impoſſible 

for me to give you the intelligence 
I promiſed from the viſible regions, un- 
lets I could tranſlate the language of Pa- 
radiſe into that of mortals: for here are 
a thouſand beauties unrevealed, and a 
thouſand delights unnamed among the 
race of men; we drink at the fountain- 
head of happineſs, and bathe in the rivers 
of immortal pleaſure; the ſprightly hours 


dance along, crowned with love, and 


unutterable extaſy. 
You were witneſs to my dying agony, 


I faw your laſt kind tears, and gave up 


my breath in your arms. But how 
changed was the ſcene in a moment! 
from the gloom and horror of a death- 


tongue; and delivering the child to it's 
nurſe, he ordered his ſervants to deny 
him to all company. As ſoon as he was 
alone, he wrote that moving letter, 
which you received; when he had finiſh- 
ed and ſealed it, he took a Lucretius 
from the table, and read and pauſed by 
intervals; at laſt, looking on his watch, 
juſt at tao he faſtened his chamber-door, 
and drew his ſword, repeating the fol- 
lowing lines, which I wiſh had never 
been writ, as I aſſure you does the au- 
thor of them too: 


Here's a quick relief 
To all thy vain imaginary grief! 
For thou ſhalt fleep, and never wake again, 


And, quitting life, ſhalt quit thy living pain; 


The worſt that can befal thee, meaſur'dright, 
Is a found flumber, and a long good night, 


Then directing the point exaQly to 
his heart, he fell on his word, and im- 
mediately expired; and left a tender or- 
phan friendleſs and expoſed. This is 


the motive of my writing to you, that 


you would take the charge of her educa- 
tion, and protect her infant innocence. 
Be ſure to perform this generous office, 
as you would proſper, and be yourſelf 
protected 1n auy of the calamities of hn- 


man life. By deſiring you to make all 


poſſible proviſion for her happineſs, I 
preſent you with an opportunity of pro- 
moting your own, 

AMANDA. 


ER VII. 


bed, to the finiles and ſongs of angels, 
who conducted me to the æthereal 
heights ! a thouſand dazzling wonders 
met my view, the Heavens in pomp un- 
folded their glories, the Paradiſe of God 
opened betore me in all it's bliſsful and 
tranſporting ſcenes! the happy grove 
ſtood crowned with unfading verdure; 
the lucid currents danced along over 
ſands of gold; the charming bowers 
dit layed their ever-blooming pride, and 
breathed ambroſia; the palaces of the 
heavenly powers aſcended with exquiſite 
magnificence, ſparkling far beyond all 
the glories of the lower ſkies, 21:4 re- 
ſounded with the voice of feſtivity and 
joy. 


The 


s PENG io rr Ir at «nn, 


Apes 


n 


at ah 6 


20 LETTERS FROM THE DEAD TO THE LIVING, 


The firſt gentle ſpirit that welcome 
me to theſe happy manſions, was your 
charming brother, gay as the cherubin ; 
the heavenly loves and graces triumphed 
in all his form, vital plicaſure danced in 
his eyes, life and ccleſtial bloom fat 
tiling on his face, a wreath of unfad- 
mg flowers circied his head, anda golden 
tute was in his hand, whote harmony, 
joined to his melting voice, far ſurpaſſed 


- all deſcription. That tender innocent 
72 1 I had long conceived for him, 


indled at the firſt interview, and has 
taken eternal poſſeſſion of my foul, 


But how mall I make you ſenſible 


of what an angel's flowing ſong, in all 
the pomp of heavenly harmony, would 
not tully deſcribe! in what figures of ce- 
teittal eloquence ſhall J relate the loves 
of immortal ſpirits; or tell you the 
height, the extent, the fulneſs of their 
bliſs! all the ſoft engagements on earth, 


the tender ſympathies, and the moit 


holy union that nature knows, are but 
Faint fhmilitudes for the ſanctity and 
grandeur of theſe divine enjoyments : 


hope and languiſhing expectation are no 


more, and all deſire is loſt in full and 
complete fruition; love reigns in eternal 
triumph, bere it governs every heart, 
and dwells on every tongue. 


LETT 
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TX7 HEN you had juſt made me hap- 


py, and rewarded the moſt ten- 


der paſhun 11 the world with the N 


fion of your charms, I was compelled to 
make a voyage to Spain: you ſaw the 
inward ftruggle of my foul, and that I 


muſt ſuffer the anguuh of death in leav- 


ing you, when you ſurprized me with the 
unexpected generous offer, to follow me 
through all, the dangers of the ſeas: 
charmed with the propoſal, I took you at 
your word, and raſhly ventured my dar- 
ling treaſure to the hazards of a voyage: 
I lott my life in your defence againſt an 
Algerine Corſair; the cauſe was juſt, 
and met with it's approbation in the ſeats 
of peace and happineſs; for my own lot, 
I cauld not with it more advantageous, 
and for vour's, ſuch virtue in diſtreſs 
will be the peculiar care of Heaven. 
The harbarion that made you his prize, 
treated you with an unaconftomed gen- 
brenets; nor has the illuſtrious Balla, 


They tune their golden harps to the great 
name 

Ot love, immortal love, their darling theme; 

Ten thoufand echoes through the lightſome 
piains 

Repeat the clear, the ſweet melodious trains : 

The fields rejoice, the tragrant groves around 

Bloſſom afrefh at their enchanting found: 

The heay'n of heav'ns from dazzling heights 
above 


Returns the name, and hails the power of 


lo ve. 


But oh! when the fair face of eternal 


Love unveils it's original glories, and 
appears in the perfection of uncreated 
beauty, how wondrous, how ineffable 
the viſion: fulneſs of joy is in his pre- 
ſence, rapture and inexpreſſible extaſy: 
the faireſt ſeraph ſtops his lute, and with 
a graceful pauſe confeſſes the ſubject too 
great for his molt exalted firain. How 
impetuouſly do the ſtreams of immortal 
joy roll in, and enlarge the faculties of 
every heavenly mind! 

Ye ſacred myſteries unrevealed to 
men, ye glories, unprofaned by mortal 
eyes, forgive the bold attempt that would 
defcribe you !—the only deſeription that 
mortals can receive of you is, that you 
are not to be deſcribed. 

DELIA, 


E R VIII. 


that ranſomed you out of his power at an 


immenſe price, given you tlie leaſt occa- 


hon of reproach: in the height of his 
paſſion, he has always obſcrved even the 
{ſanctity of the Chriſtian rules, and trear- 
ed you wich a fubmiſſion very different 
from the principles and cuſtoms of his 
country. Though he has courted you 
to increaſe the number of his wives, he 
ſeems to have ſuch an abſolute com- 
mand of himſelf, even in the warmth of 
his youtatul deſires, that you need fear no 
violence trom the generous Infidel: but 


 ſhouid the worſt you imagine arrive, 


Heaven has a thoutand ways to protect 
your innocence : depend on that, and let 
not the extravagance of your grief per- 
ſuade you, that it is lawful to tree your- 
ſelt by the fatal opiate which you keep 
for that Kkhgn. The heavenly Genii 
that attend you have made a thouſand 
imprefiions on your fleeping fancy, ta 
warn you from the deſperate attempt; 

| ſome- 
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ſometimes you have been led through the 
deſolate ſhades, where unhappy ghoits 
complain, the gloomy caverns, the abodes 
of eternal horror, have been opened to 
vour view: ſometimes the rewards of pa- 
tience and conſtant virtue have diſplayed 
their glories to your pleaſed imagination; 
and by the loft inſpiring whiſpers of ce- 
leſtial beings, your reſtleſs thoughts have 
been compoſed, while the realms of joy 


have unfolded their delights in viſionary 
proſpects to you: by heavenly ſcenes and 


gentle ſlumbers, your griefs were calm- 
ed, the tempeſt of your paſſions ſuſpended: 
then quietly attend the event, and the 
gentle Calicara will find a way to free 
you.. Till Abubecar ſaw you, ſhe was 
his darling ſlave, and as he is handſome 
to admiration, ſhe leved and renounced 
the Chriſtian Faith for him; but ſtill the 
fair Apoſtate, in her heart, adores the 
name which her tongue has denied. This, 
though you are her rival, fils her foul 
with the ſofteſt compaſſion for you, and 
makes her abhor the taſk that her inſolent 
maſter has impoſed, of perſuading you 
to quit the poſſeſſion of the heavenly 
truth, which is your happineſs and glo- 
ry: ſhe1s ſo far from giving you that in- 
fernal counſel, that ſne has with tears 
and intreaties perſuaded you to die, ra- 
ther than abandon your glorious hopes 
and title to immortality; nor will the 
reſt, till ſhe has by ſome means or other 
ſecured you from Abubecar's importu- 
nity, of complying with which ſhe has 
experienced the deluſive and bitter con- 
equence. | 


Your coldneſs and averſion, with the 


aſcendant her wit and vivacity has on 
his temper, will ſoon recover the youth - 
ful wanderer, and reſtore her to an ab- 
ſolute empire over him; and then you 
are ſecure of a guiltleſs protection, till 
you can give your friends in England 
intelligence of your circumſtances, who 
will ſoon pay your ranſom, which no one 
can for virtue loſt. 

In the mean time, if you love my me- 
mory, moderate the exceſs of your 
grief for my death, which, however 
tragical it appeared, was glorious and 
happy for me: I fell in the ardour of a 
brave action, in the defence of your beau- 
ty and liberty, and my own life: the 
wounds I received gave a free paſſage 


to my foul, which took it's flight with 


10 other regret than that of parting with 
you, if it may be called a ſeparation; for 
J have been your conſtant attendant in 
my inviſible ftate, your unſeen compa- 
nion in the beautiful walks and bowers, 
where you ſo frequently ſpend your hours 
of retirement: I ſhould with pleaſure 


hear you repeat my name, as I often do, 


and in the ſofteſt language expreſs the 
conſtancy of a virtuous paſſion, could 
you reſtrain thoſe floods of tears, and be 
more reſigned to the will of Heaven: 
but let this aſſure you, that J am in the 
height of happineſs, and when your own 
life is finiſhed, we ſhall meet to part na 
more; which circumſtance, though you, 
through your partiality for me, may too 
highly value, believe me, you will find 
it by much the ſmalleſt bleſſing of this 
p! ace. 


AMINTOR, 


EET TER: IX 


To SYLVIA. 


ROM the fragrant bowers, the 

ever-blooming fields, and lizhtſome 
regions of the Morning Star, I with 
health and every bleſſing to the charm- 
ing Sylvia, the bleſſing of the earth! 

I have a ſecret to reveal to you, of the 
greateſt importance to your preſent and 
future happineſs. You are as much a 
{ranger to your own rank and circum - 
ſtances as I was to mine, till TI came 
here, where I met a fair ſpirit, who in- 
formed me, that when ſhe was a mortal, 
I was her ſon, and not the heir of the 


Earl of —, as was ſuppoſed; and 


that the Lord — is your own brother. 
It is neceſſary that you ſhould know and 
diſcover this to him, which will prevent 
that innocent fondneſs, which he now- 
indulges for you, from growing into a2 
guilty paſſion. 

You have been educated only as a de- 
pendant on the noble family you are in, 
and as a companion to the young ladies, 
who are really your ſiſters. The myſte- 
ry is this: my lord, your father, had 
ſeveral daughters ſucceſſixely by the 
Counteſs, your mother, but no lawtul 
heir, which made him fond of a natural 

jon 
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ſon that he had by a miſtreſs: his af - 
fection for him was ſo extravagant, that 
he contrived to ſettle his eſtate on him: 
this gave your mother ſuch anxiety, that 
her jealouſy and averſion to the youth 
put her on this raſh deſign, when ſhe 
was with child, to exchange it, if it 
proved a daughter. My mother, wil 
was married out of her ſervice, and in 
whom ſhe could intirely conhde, wa 
with child of me at the ſame time : their 
time of delivery was very near together, 
my mother had a fon, and you proved a 


daughter: the affair was managed with 


fach dexterity, that I was exchanged, 

and paſſed without ſuſpicion for the 
Counteſs's fon, and you was received b 

my mother, and Tuppoſed to be her daugh- 
ter. h a year the Counteſs had 
really a fon; but ſhe dying as ſoon as 
ſhe was 3 the ſecret was undiſ- 
covered. 

I lived a guiltleſs impoſtor till I was 
ten years old, when a ſudden decay wi 
thered my tender bloom; but as 1 had 
been bred in the ſtricteſt notions of piety 
and truth, without any childiſh preju 
dices or . fears, I expected my ap- 
proaching end, N Death made his 
advances armed with a golden-headed 
dart; 1 had no notions of miſery, all 
my expectations were bright, though 


imperfect, of ſome Paradiſe beyond the 


grave; and cloſing my eyes, I fell 
aſleep, and, waked to immortal life and 
kappineL : all that was paſt looked like 
a 3 like an airy image, of I know 
not what: ſome notion I had of a God, 

and 3 8 "te pendence on him; but” how 
diflerent fr. om the illumination that 
broke in on my ſoul the moment it 
threw off it's mortal veil! it was then 
I began to live and reflect: it was then 
I found myſelt a rational being, and 
looked back with cont mpt on the in- 
ſignificant part I had been acting: the 
memory of my original follies, the child- 
iſh baubles and toys that had jult before 
been my diver ſion would have given me 
ſome confuſion, if my caſe had been fin- 

gular; but I met thouſands of gay ſpi- 
rits newly releaſed, who bad perfor med 
their thort taſk, wind finiſned their trifling 
farces of life; at the ſame time tranſ- 
ported at their preſent ſuperior circum- 
ſtances, they made the moſt agreeable 
reflections on their paſt [tate ; what gran- 
deur, vahat vivacity, what enlargement 
of their in.elleQual Powers! how ſpark 


hng, howerclembling the Angels of God, 


their forms! while a perfect conſciouſ- 


neſs, and exact remembrance of what 


they were but a few moments paſt, 
raiſed their joy and gratitude to the 
height, and recommended Heaven it- 
ſelf. 

There was one circumſtance in my 
early deach that makes me look on it as 
a peculiar favour, in that I was re- 
moved by the juſt dilpenſafion of Hea- 
ven, from the poſſeſſion of what is, in 
the ſtricteſt equity, your brother's right: 


this reflection, from a principle of | jul- 


tice and truth, gave me an ineifable ſa- 
tisfaction; ſince, if I had lived, I had 
been the unhappy, though innocent, 


uſurper of a rank and inheritance, to 


which I had not the leaſt real title. 
This, with a thouſand other advantages, 
makes me bleſs the period that freed me 
from mortality; that happy moment 
that delivered me from ignorance and 
vanity; from the errors, the guilt, the 
miſeries of human life; ; of which, t though 
I had but little experience, I am now 
fully informed of the ſtate of my fellow 
creatures, and with what toil and ha- 
zard a longer courſe of years nad becn 
attended. 

I remember no engagement to the 


world, but my affe&ion for you; nor 


has Death effaced the tender impr eſſion; 
but what was then a natural {y mpathy , 
is now ea rational eſteem: I view with 
pleaſure your growing virtue, and fre- 


quent my native world for your ſake. 


There was {omething perfectly engag- 
ing in the guiltleſs forrow you exprefled 
in my ſickneſs; and when my eyes were 
cloſed in death, you would have watched 
the breathleſs clay, in hopes to wake 
me from the fatal ſlumbers again; nor 
could the gloomy ſolemnity of a room 
of ſtate deter you from paying your vi- 
its to the filent reliques. If any thing 
could have tempted me to wiſh myicit a 
mortal again, 1t would have heen the 
tender tears you ſhed for me. The only 
intervals of human life I review with 


. pleaſure, are the hours I ſpent with you: 
this gentle paſſion was the ftamp of 


Heaven on my ſoul, the firſt ſoft im- 


preſſion it received; and it gains new 


energy in theſe happy regions, of pure 
beneficence and love. Phis gires me 
a conſtant ſolicitude, while I ſce you on 
the borders of ſuch a temptation; you 


are yet pertectly guiltleſs, and have done 


nothing unbecoming the fanClity of na- 
ture, and the chaſte aſtection of a filter 
for 
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for a brother: but you are on the very 
limits of danger; a ſtep farther, the leaſt 
advance, involves you in fin and de- 
ſtruction. I know this diſcovery will 
give you a ſecret horror, and quench 
every kindling deſire: the purity of your 
virtue will ſtart at the enchanting error, 
that might have led you on to certain 
perdition; for young as you are, the con- 
tagious ſpark is ready to kindle, and the 
lovely boy appears more alluring: your 
mutual converſation, and the early 
dawning of ſuperior merit in both, en- 
deared you to each other by ſuch ſenti- 
ments as only noble and virtuous minds 
experience. But as a more late diſco- 


very might have been fatal to your in- 


nocence and peace, I impatiently at- 
tended an opportunity and method to 
make you ſenſible of your danger. I 
know, though I have been dead four 
years, you ſtill remember me, and I 
have often heard you name me, and ſeen 
you with delight gazing on my picture 
this made me reſolve to appear to you 
when I ſaw you: the firſt opportunity 
that pleaſed me, you were fitting, gaz- 
ing at your own reflection, and ſticking 
Howers in your hair, to adorn it for 


vyour young lover; I knew you had 


read of fairies, and looked at painted 
Cupids, with delight; in ſuch a poetical 
form I thought you would have heard 
my ſtory, and been pleaſed with my fi- 
gure; | 
While youthful ſplendour lighten'd in my 
eyes, 
Clear 4 the ſmiling glory of the ſkies ; 
Sprinkled with radiant gold, a purple hue © 
My wings diſplay'd, my robe celeſtial blue; 
More white than flax my curling trefles 
flow'd, : 
Mydimpled cheeks with roſy beauty glow'd. 


I could not have believed a form more 
gay than thoſe that glittered on your fan 
could have diſcompoſed you; but, tomy 
ſurprize, I ſaw you faint away, before I 
had begun to ſpeak to you: you ſoon 
recovered from the ſwoon, and return - 
ing to the houſe, told a ſtory, which you 
found nobody believed: ſo wiſe is the age 
in which you live, as not to be impoſed 
on! You eaſily perſuaded yourſelf *twas 
no more than a dream: however, I durſt 
attempt your courage no more, but give 
you this important information this way; 
which if you ſhould not credit, you are 
undone. In this admonition your guar- 
dian angel joins with 3 

ALEXIS. 


LETTERS. 


TO LEONORA. 


OUR ſtory of ſeeing an appart- 

tion in the garden, I perceive, has 
frightened your whole family, and not a 
mortal durſt venture into the haunted 
walk, as they call it, after the ſun ſets, 
but your brother, to whom J have not 
the leaſt intention to ſhew myſelf : *twas 


only to you, my charming Leonora, the 


viſit was deſigned; I flattered myſelf, 
your good ſenſe and uncommon preſence 


of mind would have guarded you from 
thoſe unreaſonable fears. 


As I expected, the fine evening in- 
duced you to take your accuſtomed walk: 
the ſun was hardly ſet, when you entered 
a long avenue of trees, that led to a green 
flowery arch, which looked on a ſylvan 
palace; here I ſcated myſelf in a human, 
and, as I thought, a very agreeable figure 
and dreſs; and as much as poſſible, diſ- 

uiſing the ſplendor of immortality, I 
imitated my mortal form; and fo pleaſed 
myſelf, that by ſceing me at a diſtance, 


you might come nearer without ſurprize, 
or retire, if your courage failed. As 
ſoon as you perceived me, you ſtopped 
in ſome conſternation, and ſeemed in 
ſuſpenſe, whether you ſhould go nearer, 
or make your retreat: I durſt not riſe, 
nor make the leaſt offer to follow, for 
fear you ſhould take your flight with too 
much ſpeed and diſorder; and as you 
tound I was a very civil apparition, and 
would not intrude on your retirement, 
you went off with a ſober and decent 
pace, often looking back to convince 
yourſelf that what you ſaw was real. As 
ſoon as you had reached the houſe, I 
ſhifted my materia] figure for one more 
becoming the dignity of the celeſtial con- 
dition ; and being again inviſible, I heard 
the fantaſtic relation you gave your bro- 
ther, who told you, 'twas all the effect 
of the ſpleen and obſtinate grief you had 
indulged ſince my death: you {till aſſert- 
ed the reality of wow you told him, but 

he 
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he believed it no more than if he had 
heard it from the pulpit. 


You might have diſmiſſed every thought 


of fear; I would not have injured you 
when I was a mortal liable to folly and 
error, much leſs in a ſtate of perfection 
and happineſs: there is not a ſpark of 

lt or malignity left in virtuous minds, 
when releaſed from their carthly priſon 
all is gentle and kind, and their concern 
for human welfare is infinitely more ten- 


der and diſintereſted than before. 


The terror with which men fly us, 
would have ſomething in it incredible, 
if we did not remember our own original 
ſolly and ignorance z but as we do, your 
ſtrange apprehenſions only divert and en- 
tertain us. If you thought juſtly, you 


would have more reaſon to run full ſpeed 


from one another, than from us, who 
have neither permiſſion nor inclination to 
injure, but are ready to ſcreen you in a 
thouſand dangers, and to promote your 
intereſt with the moſt generous concern, 
while your are entirely ignorant of your 
benefactors. Were human organs more 
refined, and your perceptions heightened 
to a greater delicacy, you would ſee a 
thouſand æthereal forms in the full 
bloom of immortal beauty, and unde- 
caying life ; not faſhioned to give you 
terror, but love and delight, 

You ſee, my dear Leonora, I would 
fain cure your prejudices, and reconcile 
you to the ſociety of ſpirits; that you 


may ſometimes permit me to warn your 
unguarded years, when dangers and 


ſnares attend you. | 
You know your father left me the 


| | ern of your fortune and beauty, ſo 
a 


vourable was his opinion of me; this 


circumſtance made me miſerable, and at 


once cut off all my future views of hap- 


pineſs: I had indulged a ſecret paſſion 


for you, and flattered myſelf you had 


the tame for me; but as my birth and 
fortune were much inferior to your's, I 
was reſolved rather to die than uſe the 
advantage that was in my power, or vio- 
late the ſacred truſt T had undertaken, 


By a thouſand little ſoft inadvertencies, 


you diſcovered your paſſion; but though 


{ecure of ſucceſs, I dyrſt not ſeduce you 


into a compliance of marriage ſo vaſtly 
below your high rank and character, nor 
take the advantage of betraying your 
thoughtleſs years to an action unbecom- 
ing your quality and fortune: my ſoul 
was unſtained with any deſign that was 


mean and ſelfiſh, and the entire confi- 


dence your father had in my integrity 
and conduct, fixed my reſolution of act- 
ing up to the ſevereſt rules of virtue and 
truth. But to what diſtreſs was I re- 
duced! I loved you to madneſs, while I 
never approached you but with a diſſem- 
bled indifference : this reſtraint, and the 
conſtant agitation of my thoughts, diſ- 
ordered my health, and threw me into 
a violent fever, which ſoon finiſhed my 
life. The juſtice and fidelity of my con- 
duct found it's immenſe reward, and left 
me nothing to repent of, but the giving 
my truſt entirely to your brother's care, 


whoſe licentious manners will expoſe 


you to a thouſand dangers. To repair 
this negligence, I would fain have in- 
duced you to a converſation, that might 
have directed your conduct, and forti- 
fied your virtue by my friendly admo- 
nition: but fince your fears put it out 
of my power ever to be viſible to you 


again, I muſt take this way to convince 


you how unchangeable my concern for 
your happineſs is: Oh, let it not be 
dearer to me than it is to yourſelf ! 

0 CLERIMONTs. 
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Leave your fellow-mortals to congra- 
A tulate your recovery, but I muſt own 
*twas a diſappointment to me: you were 
on the confines of immortality; the 
angels, who are miniſtering ſpirits to 
the heirs of ſalvation, had prepared their 
ſong of triumph to receive you: I had 
wreathed a garland of the faireſt flowers 
that bloomed in the Paradiſe of God, to 


crown ſuch early and diſtinguiſhed vir 
tue; with impatience I numbered your 
moments, and expected every one would 
be your laſt; the ſparkling vivacity of 
your eyes expired, the roſes on your 
cheeks vaniſhed into a mortal paleneſs, 
and the ſprings of life ſeemed juſt ready 
to ceaſe their motion; when he, wha 
governs nature with a ſupreme com- 

mand, 
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mand, reſtored you back to health, 
Your recovery was ſurpriſing even to 
angels, who though ignorant of the li- 
mits the Sovereign Diſpoſer has ſet to 
human life, yet often make exact con- 
jectures of the courſe of ſecond cauſes, 
and the period of mortal lives. Vou are 
certainly given back as a bleſſing to the 
world: your example may yet make a 
thouſand proſelytes to Virtue: but for 
my part, nothing but the will of Heaven 
could reconcile me to this diſpenſation ; 
when you was juſt in the harbour, to be 
toſſed back again on the tempeſtuous 


ocean; when you had welcomed Death 


as your kind deliverer, ready to free you 
from Caſſander's importunity, and your 


brother's tyranny, who will do his ut- 


moſt to compel you to this deteſtable 
marriage: but your conſtancy to refuſe 
it is of the higheſt importance to your 


_ preſent and future happineſs ; he is al- 


ready married under a borrowed name, 


to a young and beautiful Italian, whom 


he ſtole from her parents; and after he 
had lived two months concealed with her, 
the perjured left and abandoned 
her to miſery ; 1n the height of her an- 


Suiſh ſhe put herſelf into a nunnery, 
where ſhe waſtes her days in a reluctant 
and unprofitable devotion : for true re- 
ligion cannot exiſt but by our choice; 
neceſſity can give nothing but the ap- 
pearance of it. 

This is a ſecret, of which you would 
never have been informed by any human 
means; if you diſcover it to your bro- 
ther, it will deliver you from the vio- 
lence which he is determined to uſe, to 
force you. to wed Caſſander, another 
name * Miſery. | 

It is a diſintereſted concern for you, 
that makes me give you this advice: 
there is no jealouſy in heavenly minds, 
they know their pre-eminence, and 
ſhould they appear in their celeſtial. 
ſplendor, the moſt perfect beauty of the 
children of men would wither in their 


preſence: but vanity and emulation are 


no more, and all ſelfiſh deſigns are un- 
known in theſe happy continents, =_ 

You may, by making a proper uſe of 
this notice, provide for your own hap- 
pineſs; but bleſſed be the great Author 
of all good: you cannot add to mine. 

© Os CLERIMONTs 
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TO MY DEAR BROTHER, 


| | OUR friend, the unhappy Carlos, 


died this night at Naples: I was 


willing to ſurprize you with this intelli- 


gence, in a way which no human ſpeed 
can reach. 

I with my endeavours for your re- 
formation may have more ſucceſs now, 
than they had when I was in a ſtate of 
mortality: I am perſuaded, 1f you had 
ſeen the exit of the wretched youth, who 
had been the companion of your riots, 
it would have convinced you of the falſ- 
hood of his principles, and how little 
ſupport the thoughts of falling back in- 
to his original nothing gave him, when 


the gloomy hour 1 in which 


he was to loſe the ſight of the ſun and 


ſtars, with all the viſible beauties of na- 


ture, for ever. 

To be inſenſible! to be no more! to 
find his eyes cloſing in an eternal ſleep! 
gave him inexpreſſible horrors. But if 
this was the worſt that he apprehended, 
never did mortal give up his life in a 


manner more $0wardly and inconſiſtent: 


he durſt not bear darkneſs or ſolitude one 
moment; he ſtarted at a ſhadow, and 


ſhewed a more than childiſh fear and 


weakneſs in his actions; he even begged 
his phyſicians to flatter him with the 
hopes of life, and not let him know if 
they thought his caſe deſperate: he charg- 
ed his attendant not to mention death or 
the grave, nor to ſpeak a ſerious word 
in his hearing: though his affairs were 
in the utmoſt diforder, no perſon durit 
venture to adviſe him to ſettle them by a 
will. But all theſe cautions gave him 
no relief; the anguiſh, the guilt, the 
confuſion of his mind, was viſible in his 
looks : the abandoned Amoret, who had 
followed him in the diſguiſe of a page, 
was ſeldom permitted to ſce him; and 


vrhenever ſhe approached him, he treinbled 


and fell into the greateſt agonies, cloſed 
his eyes, or turned them from her 
but ſpoke nothing to ſupport her in the 
diſtrefs he had brought on her; nor ex- 
preſſed the leaſt remorſe for having ſe- 
duced her to leave the noble debaſtian, 
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to whom ſhe was engaged by marriage- 
vows, and a thouſand tender obligations. 
His peeviſhnels and impatience were in- 
{ufferable, and even deſpicable to his 
own {ervants: when the medicines he 
took had not their expected ſucceſs, he 
reproached his phyſicians with negli- 
gence or want of {kill ; and yet by inter- 
vals implored their ailiſtance, as if his 
being itſelf depended on their art. His 
ſenſes were perfect to the laſt gaſp; 
with amazement he ſaw the univerſal 
terror make it's flow and dreadful ap- 
proaches ; and after a tedious and pain- 
ful ſtruggle, yielded to the gloomy con- 


queror, and with a deep groan gave up 


his breath, and went to make the great 
experiment. OE. 
I hope this account of your friend's 


0 


death will have the happy effect I de- 


ſigned it, and make you recollect the 


counſel I gave you with my dying 


breath; the beſt legacy I could be- 
queath, if I had had empires to dit- 
poſe of. | 

My dear brother, I can have no 
_ ſelfiſh motives now, in endeavouring to 
reclaim your extravagancies: in this 
ſuperior ſtate, my concern for your hap- 
pineſs mult be all abſtra& and generous : 
the acknowledgments of indigent miſer- 
able mortals, ſignify nothing to ſpirits 
exalted to celeſtial dignities, in the full 
enjoyment of immortal pleaſures; but 
mis gives them the moſt kind and bene- 
ficent diſpoſitions to erring men, whom 
they would fain allure into the paths 
that lead to happineſs: thoſe glimmering 
iparks of goodneſs and amity, which in 
your cold regions are but juſt dawning 
in virtuous minds, in theſe warmer 
climates acquire new ardour, and burn 
with eternal ſplendour. 
I have more zeal than ever for your 
intereſt ; and let me recall, but not res 
proach you with, the obligations you 
dave to pay ſome regard to my advice. 
You know, when we loſt the beſt of 


parents, that he left his whole eſtate to 


my diſpoſal, with ſuch a moderate for- 
tune to your ſhare as mult have reſtrain- 
ed your wild expences; but when I found 
you had ſome ſenſe of your folly, in 
hopes to reform you by generous treat- 
ment, I immediately ſettled on you half 
the vaſt fortune that was in my power. 
I will not urge my venturing my life 
in your defence, when aſſaulted in our 
travels; for this was but an aguon 


pour guilt, 


humanity, which every brave man owes 
to a perfect ſtranger: but I muſt inſiſt 
on the merit of reſigning my pretenſions 
to the lovely Bellamira for you : ſhe was 
all the joy, the hope, I had on earth; I 
loved her as I loved virtue and happi- 
neſs; and yet when you diſcovered to 
me the agguiſh and diſorder of your 


mind, and your violent paſſion for her, 


I made a retreat, and left the weeping 
beauty to reproach me with a levity and 
indifference, to which my heart was 2 
ſtranger; diſguiſed my tender inclina- 
tion, and pleaded your's with ſuch ſuc- 


ceſs, that ſhe yielded to your requeſt, and 


yore her matchleſs charms and immenſe 
fortune to your poſſeſſion. 

But this advantageous match had not 
the effect I hoped, nor was the leaſt re- 
ſtraint to your licentious manner of life: 


you acted a ſhameful part in aſſiſting 


Carlos in his affair with Amoret, and a 


more ſhameful one in promiſing to pro- 
tect and ſupport her, if he abandoned 


her, when you knew what repeated fa- 


vours you had received from the injured 
and generous Sebaſtian : your treache- 
rous and ungrateful treatment of a man 
of his exalted merit, fills me with the 
greateſt remorſe and confuſion; a thou- 
ſand and a thouſand times have I re- 
proached myſelf for having been the un- 
happy inſtrament of Bellamira's ruin, 
who pined beneath her grief, like a fair 
flower blaſted in it's prime: I never met 
her eyes, but ſhe might have ſeen the re- 


morſe and confuſion of my ſoul, The 


negligence and contempt with which 
you treated the beſt of women, ſunk my 
youthful ſpirits, damped my nobleſt de- 
ſigns, and clouded the gayeſt ſeaſon of 
my life. While death made it's flow 
approaches, the laſt favour I begged of 
you was to be juſt to your unhappy 
wife, in breaking all engagements with 
the lewd and infamous Amoret: this 

ou promiſed me with a religious ſo- 
(ue xg but I know her preſent diſ- 


treſs (though the juſt effect and reward 
of her crimes) will he your ſnare; ſhe is 
all enchantment, and will Il fear be your 
ruin: but if you reject my advice, take 


this caution from the Royal Penitent: 
© her houſe is the way to death, and her 


gates lead down to hell:“ and Idefire 


you to conſider ſeriouſly, that this admo- 
nition muſt reſcue you from, or doubie 
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LET. MAH. 


TO 


4 OWEVER different my preſent 


maner of exiſtence is from my for- 
mer ſtate, my affection to the fair Climene 
is unchanged: as I live and act in a way 


inexpreſſibly ſuperior to mortal life, fo 


the beneficent diſpoſitions of my nature 
riſe to a more noble and generous height. 
My concern for your happineſs is more 
tender and diſintereſted than ever: I have 


guarded your nightly ſlumbers, waited 


on your ſolitary walks, and followed 
you like your attendant angel, who, 
pleaſed with my officious care, has often 
Jeft you to my charge. Your preſent 
danger gives me as much anxiety, as 
conſiſts with a ſtate of happineis: I 
could not refrain from giving you this 
warning, which, to your ſurprize, you'll 
find on your toilet, among trifles the 
molt it's reverſe. 

You are, O too credulous fair! on the 
very brink of ruin; treachery and delu- 
Hon are in Alcander's eyes and tongue, 
and if you keep this night's appoint- 
ment with him, you are undone, In- 
famy and perdition are before vou; the 


evil Genii, that envy the happineſs of 


the human race, already inſult my pious 


care; and your celeſtial guardian ſeems 


half reſolved to quit his truſt; the ten- 
der grief hangs on his beautiful face, 
like a cloud on a roſy morning; and in 
the deepeſt filence of the night, when 
the creation ſeemed lulled in an univerſal 


. 4lumber, in the gloom of a neighbour- 


ing grove that you often frequent, I 
heard him tune his ſilver lute to {trains 


ſoft and languiſhing as thoſe in which 
the heavenly miniſters mourned the lots 
of Paradiſe, and the bold tranſgreſſion 


of the firſt woman that fell. And your's, 
unhappy maid! will be a fall from the 
heights of honour, from the very triumph 
of virtue. What can man believe! 
What can the ſex boaſt, when ſuch in- 
nocence, ſuch truth, ſuch modeſty as 
your's, are perverted? Vice will inſult, 
to find Climene among her votaries, and 
hardly believe her own conqueſt; ſur- 


| Joop like the barbarous Gauls in the 


oman ſenate, who thought it an aſ- 


— 


ſembly of gods, till they ſaw them 
bleed. 

With what a profligate air, with what 
inſolent vanity, did your young ſeducer 
leave you laſt night! how proud of his 
unexpected ſuccels, when he had gained 
your conſent to the guilty aſſignation? 


I ſtayed with you an unſeen witneis of 


the remorſe and contuſion in which he 
eft you: how difordered! how unealy ! 
how unlike yourſelf, did you apycar! it 
was your uſual hour of devotion; a 
Bible lay near, which you took in your 
hand, but durſt not open, for fear the 
ſanctity of it's rules ſhould reproach 
you: the diſtraction of your thoughts 
gave me hopes that you would recover 
yourſelf, and break the guilty engage- 


ment you had made. To confirm your 


doubtful virtue, J was on the point of 
making myſelf viſible; but the unac- 
countable fear that mortals have of the 
inhabitants of the immaterial worlds re- 
ſtrained me, leſt the effect ſhould have 
been fatal to your timorous temper, how- 
ever gentle and propitious my appearance 
and addreſs had been; and I thought 
this letter might leſs ſurprize, and more 
calmly perſuade you. | 
You have yet a few hours to recollect 
yourſelf; and ſure you will not give up 
an unblemiſhed reputation, with all the 
peace and innocence of your mind, to 
this blind extravagant paſſion! heſides 
the injuſtice to the unhappy Sylvia, to 
whom Alcander is engaged by a thou- 
ſand vows, and who now pines away in 
obſcurity, a victim to his falſhood and 
perjury: be virtuous and compaſſionate; 


be kind to her, and jaſt to yourſelf. 


After this warning, even from the 
dead, your crime will be aggravated: 
you muſt deliberately venture on perdi- 
tion, and damn yourielt with deſign, 
and ſober reflection; you muſt detpe- 
rately give up your title to celeſtial hap- 
pineſs, to the worlds of lite and plea- 
ture, of immortal beauty and youth. 
Oh, how ſuperior to that, with which 
you are at this inſtant fo fatally ena« 
moured below! 8 
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Y dear ſiſter, J have often, ſince 
J left the world, had the privilege 


to ſupply the place of your Guardian 


Angel: I have been an inviſible witneſs 
of your tears for my death; and to al- 
lay the exceſs of your grief for me, I 
have been at laſt permitted to let you 
know that I am happy. 

I can give you no account how my 


ſoul was releaſed : I fell afleep in perfect 


health, with an unuſual ſerenity of mind, 
and from the gentleſt ſlumbers of inno- 
cence and peace, awaked in immertal 
bliſs. (How common is ſudden death!) 
I found myſelf in a moment got above 
the ſtars, and outſhining the ſun in it's 


meridian ſplendor; corruption had put 


on incorruption, and mortality was ſwal- 
lowed up of life and immortality. O 
4 DPeath!' I cried, in the exultation of 
my thoughts, O Death! where is thy 
© conquett? O King of Terrors! where 1s 


and imperial horrors, thy gloomy ſtate, 
and dreadful attendants? Where are the 
vaſt dominions, the chearleſs and form- 
leſs darkneſs, the ſhade and the empti- 
nels, the ſeats of corruption and decay? 
The ſpell is broken! the enchantment 
is diſſolved! the ſhadows, the phan- 
toms, the viſionary terrors fly! the 
celeſtial morning dawns, and charm- 
ing ſcenes ariſe: but, oh! how bound- 
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the proger 4 | 
Still loſt in joy and wonder“ Tell 
me, I ſaid, ye Angels, ye ſmiling 
forms that ſurround me, what eaſ 
paſſage has my ſpirit found from it's 
mortal priſon? what gentle hand has un- 
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thy boaſted victory? where1s thy ſcepter 


leſs, how various, how tranſportmg 


locked my earthly fetters, and brought 
me out of darkneſs and confinement 
into immenſe light and liberty? who 
was the kind meſſenger that conveyed 
the welcome invitation to my ear? 
what melodious voice called me away 
trom yonder cold tempeſtuous regions, 
to theſe ſoft and peaceful habitations ? 


thetrackleſs æther, and gained the ſum- 


mit of the everlaſting hills? Am 1 
awake? do I dream? is this a gay, a 


flattering viſion ? Oh, no! *tis all bliſs- 
ful and tranſporting certainty! I ſeeg 


I hear things unutterable, ſuch as never 


entered into the heart of mortal man to 
conceive. Read and believe; believe 
and be happy. 


You ſee, my dear ſiſter, how blindly 


you repine at the decrees of Heaven, 


and how unreaſonably you lament what 
you call my early and untimely fate. 
Could I be happy 


youthful years, in the height of great- 


neſs and reputation, ſurrounded with 


the blandiſhments and flatteries of plea- 
ſure : but theſe advantages might 3 
been fatal ſnares to my virtue in a longer 
trial; it was indulgent in Heaven, after 
a ſhort probation, to crown me with the 
rewards of victory: tis paſt the toil, 
the danger; and all to come is endleſs 
peace and triumph. 

If you could ſee as far into futurity 
now, and think as juftly of it as you 
will certainly do on your death-bed, 
this letter from me had heen ſuperflu- 
ous: TI only can de/i27 it beneficial, you 
may male it ſo. 


LETTER XV. 


T O —. 


IFFI1S paſt! the voyage of life is fi- 

niſhed! Inſtead of informing you, 
that IJ am arrived at the Indian coaſt, 
this is to let you know, that I am ſafely 
landed on the celeſtial ſhores: the veſſel 
in which I was embarked, by a tempeſt 
ſunk to the bottom of the ocean, and the 


angel of the waters received my newly 


unembodied ſoul. 3 OM 
I was ſurprized at the different man- 


ner of my exiſtence: I breathed indeed 


no longer; but I lived, I heard, I ſaw, 


with a more exquiſite ſenſe than before. 


But a few moments were paſt ſince the 


raging 


too ſoon? I left the 
world, indeed, in the full pride of my 
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raging billows carried deſtruction in 
their appearance: and now I moved un- 
terrified through the deeps, and ſurveyed 
the foundation of the ancient hills: the 
regent of the waters, pleaſed with my 
curiofity, led me through his cryſtal 
palaces and coral groves, ſhewed me the 
pearly grottos and alcoves of amber, 
with a thouſand wonders, kept ſecret 


from the race of men ſince the baſs of 


the mountains were laid. 


As ſoon as I had gone the round of 


the liquid regions, an æthereal meſſenger 
took me under his conduct: I followed 
my gentle guide through the airy ſpaces, 
and here was all novelty and ſurprize 


J made the tour of the univerſe, and ex- 


ploded the limits of the creation with 


unſpeakable agility z I moved from ſtar 


to ſtar, and met ten thouſand ſuns blaz- 
ing in full glory, without fear or con- 
ſternation; I followed the track of pro- 
digious comets, that drew their flaming 
tails over half the ſky. From the pla- 
netary regions I aſcended with the caſe 
and ſwiftneſs of a theught, to the ſu- 
perior Heaven, the imperial palace of 
the Moit High : but here deſcription 
tails, and all beyond is unutterable, 

This is the only account you can poſ- 
ſibly receive of my death, which your 
own fears had fo truly preſaged at our 
parting: and this, my much-loved Hen- 
rietta, I hope will put an end to all your 
anxiety; for ſince the change has proved 
ſo happy for me, you are too much my 
friend to be concerned thereat. 


PHILAN DER. 


LETTER XVI. 


TO MY LORD t. 


MY DEAR BROTHER, | 
A? immaterial beings mingle unſeen 
in what ſociety they pleaſe, I had 
the curioſity laſt night to know your 
thoughts of what had happened to you 
the night before, and I heard you make 
a very gay declamation to ſome of your 
free companions, on the power of fancy, 
and the ſtrength of your own magina- 
tion: but really, my Lord, you are not 
ſo viſionary and extragavant as you re- 
preſented yourſelF: there is nothing more 


certain than what you ſaw and heard; 


and you might have credited your ſenſes 
without ſo much diffidence and modeſty, 
which you turu into a vice. 

You have but a few weeks, my dear 
brother, to live; your ſands are number- 


ed, and your laſt hour is determined. 1 


obtained a permiſhon ſeldom allowed, to 
give you ſome warning of your ap- 
proaching fate; I choſe the opportunity, 
when I found you in a clear moon-hght 
night, ſitting in a penſive poſture, by the 
ſide of a fountain in your garden. To 
gain credit to my meſſage, I ſtood be- 
fore you, in the ſplendour ot a heaven- 
ly form, and the bloom of immortal 
beauty ; but ſo reſembling my former 
ſelf, that in your ſurprize you called me 
ſiſter, and ſtepped forward to embrace 
me. I durit not profane myſelt by a 
mortal touch, but eluding your arms, 


placed myſelf before you on the oppo- 


ſite fide of the canal. I ſtood filent ſome 
time, that you might be recollected; and 
then ſetting a golden lute which I had 
in my hand, to one of the melodious 


ſtrains which angels ſing to expiring 


ſaints, when they would ſoften the ago- 
nies of death, and make it's terrors 
ſmile ; in thoſe languiſhing and melting 
notes I gave you an invitation to the 
ſtarry manſions, believing this would 
have a much better effe& than any thing 
terrible, to one of your undaunted tem- 
per: 1 delivered my meſſage, and in an 
inſtant diſappeared. 

I have repeated theſe circumſtances to 
you, as a proof that all was real, and * 
neither a dream, nor a waking reverie, 
as you have ex yourſelf, But 
ſince no mortal knows this but yourſelf, 
and you concealed the greateſt part of 
this relation from your gay friends, 
when you was ſo eloquent on the won « 


ders of imagination, I hope this will find 


it's wiſhed ſucceſs, and put you cn the moſt 
exact preparation to meet witha Chriſtian 
fortitude the greateſt terror that a mortal 
man can encounter. Though your life has 
been unſtained with any baſe or unjuſt 
action, there are ſome levities in your 
converſation, that require your ſpeedy 
penitence and reformation; or ſeeming 


trifles will enlarge themſelves into the 


greateſt terrors. 
It is a ſerious thing, my Lord, to die; 
you 
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you thought ſo, when with the moſt ten- 
der concein you faw me ſhivering and 

ale, anxious and fearful, on the very 
borders of death, doubttul to enter, and 
terrified at the darkneſs that hung on 
the gloomy valley; when even the tol- 
hes of my childhood, which was hard- 
ty patt, and the ſlighteit errors of my 

outh, ſat heavy on my ſoul. And, oh! 
Gove unwillingly did my foul quit it's 
agreeable manſion! how many ſoft en- 

agements made me fond of life! the 


charming youth, to whom I was con- 


Tacted by my parents, detained me with 
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his tears: had angels. beckoned me te 


the ſkies, that melting language would 
have tempted me back. 

You little think, my dear brother, 
what regularity of the paſſions, what 
ſanctity of manners, are neceſſary to take 
oft the horrors of Death, and make that 
gloomy monarch wear a ſmiling aſpect. 

Take this friendly admonition, and be 
for ever happy; then will that relation 
which is now between us ſtill ſubſiſt, and 
I ſhall be, in joys inexpreſſible, your 
ſiſter to all eternity, 

SERENA. 


LETTER XVI: 


ro PHILOCLES, FROM IBRAHIM A TURKISH BASSA. 


T was you, my dear Pjulocles, that 


1 Heaven made the inſtrument of my 


eonverſion to Chriſtianity : but while I 


was in a ſtate of mortality, it was im- 


ſible for me to know the greatneſs of 
my obligations to you, and to what 
height of felicity your friendly inftruc- 
tions directed me: how low, how dif- 
roportioned were my expectations, to 
the grandeur of my preſent happineſs ! 
how ſuperior is it, even to thole noble 
ideas your defcription gave me ot celeſtial 
Joys! as you converted me to, let me 
eſtabliſn you in, the only true religion. 
What reaſon have I to bleſs the mo- 
ment that began our acquaintance, and 
the event that placed your character to 
my view, in ſuch an agrecable light! 
there was indeed ſomething in your whole 
conduct fo artleſs, ſo ſincere, ſo con- 
formable to the ſtricteſt rules of truth 
and juſtice, that I at once quitted my 
preſudices to the faith you avowed: the 
Chriſtian (which 1s not always the caſe) 
recommended Chriſtianity. 
The negociations I had with you when 
gu were conſul for the States of Hol- 
and at Smyrna, gave me numerous in- 
ſtances of your honeſt and generous diſ- 
poſition: but nothing ſurprized me more, 
than ſeeing you venture your life in a 
dreadful ſtorm, to ſave a Portugueſe your 
mortal enemy, whoſe veſſel was juſt 
overſet, and himſelf ready to fink amidſt 
the threatening waves, which he till then 
imagined leſs his foe than yourſelf, I 
was witneſs to the god-like action, and 
immediately concluded, that there muſt 


be ſomething divine in a religion, that 


Joyful proſelyte to the Chriſtian 


could raiſe human nature to ſuch an 
height of beneficence: it was all reſiſtleſs 
conviction, my foul confeſſed it's force, 
while I conſidered with what a'becom- 
ing modeſty you received the acknow- 
ledgments of your adverſary, as calmly 
as for ſome trifling favour you would 
have accepted the thanks of your ſincereſt 
friend: you ſeemed conſcious of having 
done nothing extraordinary, nothing but 
what was ſuitable to the conſtant diſpo- 
ſition of your mind, if Heaven had fa- 
voured you with more frequent occaſions 
of performing ſuch heroic actions. You 
have a ſenſe to make what is heroic, con. 
mon, 

It was a charity truly divine, that 
made you hazard your life, and expoſe 
it to the worſt of torments, to reſcue me 
from error. I was more inquiſitive than 
the laws of the Alcoran allowed, which 
induced me to ſeck ſo many opportuni- 
ties of converfing with you. Without 
the leaſt caution or regard to your own, 
ſatety, you left yourſelf to the mercy of 
an Infidel, ſatisfied my ſcruples, and im- 


portuned me to quit the Mahometan 


faith. Your conduct was all demon- 
ſtration; and convinced me, that nothing 
but heavenly truth could inſpire you 
with ſuch fortitude, and kindle in your 
ſoul a charity ſo perfectly diſintereſted: 
I was ſoon vanquiſhed, and became a 
rin- 
ciples, nor found the leaſt regret in leay- 
ing my native ſoil, to follow you to the 
Hague, where I might openly profeſs the 
faith J had embraced, and be in the right 
with impunity, 

11 
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It was not long before a fever ſeized 
me: when I found the ſymptoms mor- 
tal, I ſent for you to eaſe my burthened 
ſoul of the only care that oppreſſed it; 
but before you came my ſpeech was loſt : 
however, the diſcovery was of ſuch im- 
portance, that it ſtill engages my concern; 
nor is there any perſon whoſe fidelity I 
can depend on like your'ss 

I purchaſed a beautiful Grecian ſlave, 


the firſt and only object of my love: 


though ſhe was in my 0 . I only at- 
tempted by gentle methods to gain her 
affections, but in vain; her Chriſtian be- 
lief ſtill ſet the view of future rewards 
and puniſhments before her, and check- 
ed her ſofteſt inclinations ; to conquer 
her virtue, I was induced to pervert her 
to the doctrines of the Alcoran. As ab- 
ſurdly as I reaſoned, ſhe was ſoon con- 
vinced that her ſoul was as periſhing as 
her body, and that there was no proſpect 


of immortality for any of her ſex ; that 


preſent joys were all ſhe could expect; 
and in loſing youth and love, ſhe loſt the 
higheſt end of her creation. Too ſoon 


the fair apoſtate helieved my deteſted 
doctrines, and took the poiſon from my 
e renounced the Great Meſſiah, 
and embraced the idle dreams of an Im- 
agg gave up her claim to immorta- 
ity, and yielded herſelf to my licentious 
wiſhes. Thus free from the reſtraints 
of religion, the fair libertine grew diſ- 
ſolute and profane beyond the limits of 
her ſex: her ſportive wit, and boundleſs 
vanity, now ridiculed all that ſhe once 
thought ſacred : there was ſomething ſo 
wild, ſo unnatural in her impiety, that I 
half repented my ſucceſs; but never was 
truly ſenſible of the injury I had done 
her, till T was convinced of the truth of 
Chriſtianity. It is this unſpeakable da- 
mage that I hope you will find ſome me- 
thod to repair: it will not be impoſſible, 
by ſome of your friends, to find acceſs 
to her; ſhe is now at my brother's diſ- 
poſal; her ranſom will be eaſy, and a 
charity worthy your character. Your 
charity will redeem her perſon, your ex- 
ample her mind, from a more deplorable 
Cy IBRAHIME 


LETTER XVIII. 


TO A SON, FROM HIS 


F there is the leaſt ſpark of filial gra- 
4 titude in your breaſt; if there is any 
deference due to the memory. of a once 
indulgent father, I charge you to recall 
the challenge you have ſent What 
ſhall I ſay? — not to your adverſary, but 


to your generous, your well-meaning 
friend: his admonitions were juſt, and 


the relation he gave you, undoubted 
fact: you know in your conſcience, the 
woman you vindicate has neither virtue 
nor reputation to defend, while you are 


daring death, and all the horrors that 
enſue, to juſtify a known falſhood, and 


purchaſe ſhame with heaven. 
If you are killed in this mad duel, 
the moment you breathe your laſt, you 


will mingle with a ſociety that make 


very different judgments of things, from 


| What paſs for maxims of honour among 


mortals; you will appear with a very 
ill | ty and on a nt impertinent oc- 
caſion, among the ſpirits of darkneſs, 
to whom you will be an eternal object 
of deriſion. 
charms of your miſtreſs, will be but a 


. 


The boaſted beauty and 


DECEASED FATHER, 


poor excuſe for your gallantry, though 
you ſhould tell them in heroicks, how 
the world has been loft for a woman. 
Theſe extravagancies will vaniſh with 
mortality; death will draw the veil, and 
place more ſerious ſcenes in view: you 
will find how cheaply you have fold im- 
mortal glory, and curſe the fond en- 
chantment that led you on to deſtruc- 
tion; deteſting that moſt, the love of 
which is now your inducement to ruin. 
But aſk yourſelf, What 1s the virtue 
of this fine lady, in defence of whom 
you are going with ſuch bravery to die? 
What is this honour you are giving up 
your life and all your hopes of ſalvation 
to maintain? This guiltleſs lovely wo- 
man is only perjured to her marriage 
vows; this angel, this divine creature, 
does but deceive, does but expoſe to in- 
famy, the beſt of huſbands; ſhe does but 
return his unequalled tenderneſs and con- 
ſtant affection to her, with artful fond- 
neſs, and diſſembled complaiſance : ſhe 
is but inſenſible to the merit of a man 
who is his country's ornament and pride 


a perſon 
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a perſon of the moſt graceful] appearance, 
by nature formed to pleaſe the niceſt of the 
fair ſex; liberal and magnificent, obliging 
and fincere above all diſguiſe; and who, 
from his own conſcious honour, entirely 
confides in this artful woman, whom he 
raiſed from diſtreſs and obſcurity. Charm- 
ed with her beauty and diſſembled affec- 
tion for him, he has indulged all her wild 
ambition, gratified her boundleſs vanity, 
and ſet no more limits to her expences, 
than you now to your folly. 

This is the unhappy man whom you 


would expoſe to the jeſt of every ſenſeleſs 


take, by a public quarrel for the reputa- 
tion of his wife. What emty could be 
fo cruel as this dezence ! 
And this is the dear innocent charmer, 
whole virtue you would juſtify, even by 
damning yourſelf, and murdering the ge- 
nerous Lindamor, your beſt, your expe- 
Tienced friend, whoſe ſincerity has been 
his only erime : be not ſo ſhamefully va- 
liant. With what confuſion muſt you 
draw your ſword on a man, to whom you 
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have ſuch a ſeries of obligations > How 
often has he ſupplied the neceſſities to 
which your extravagant gaming has re- 
duced you, and diſcharged your debts of 
honour, as you call them? And what 
was his offence now, but ſetting the cha- 
racer of an infamous woman in it's true 
light, with a kind intention to redfaim you 
from your dotage ? 

What a fatal influence has this diſſo- 
lute paſſion had on your nnd ! how pro- 
fligate your manners ! how unlike to the 
firſt part of your life, when a noble in- 
clination governed your foul, and the 
lovely Erminia was all your joy! Oh! 
may her youthful charms recover you, and 
animate your mind to glorious actions! 
your king, your country, the Proteſtant 
cauſe, the rights and liberties of human 
nature, now require your courage, and 
find better employment for your ſword 
than to aſſaſſinate your friends. If you 
are truly brave, have the courage to ſub- 
mit; the only way to conquer him. 

| EvUSEBIUS. 


FF TERS MY 


TO MY LORD — 
* R preſent confinement by a 

flow recovery from a dangerous 
ſickneſs, makes me hope this mayzprove 
a time to prevail with you, to pity the in- 
pared Sylviana, and be juſt to your obli- 
gations to her. 

You once loved me, my Lord; and 
while I lived, the guiltleſs paſſion had an 
effect on your whole conduct: but your 
grief for me, gave a very extravagant 
turn to your mind, and inſtead of leading 
you to a ſuperior, 4 reaſonable happineſ*, 
vou have ahandoned yourſelf to the 
heights of ſenſuality; you have purſued 
pleafurz, in every tempting diſguiſe; re- 
fined on vice, and turned it into aſcience; 
and are too truly learned in it: your 
ſtately rooms have ſounded with nightly 
revels, and looſe enchanting ſongs; your 
Sroves and fragrant gardens have been 


devoted to luxury and infamous delights; 


the ſhades and fountains have been wit- 


nets to ſcenes unbecoming their chaſte re- 


rente; and have found out new ways to 
perdition, and ſet no limits to your diſ- 
wolute mclinations, which ſurvive ſatiety 
itſelf. 

But un ler this gay diſguiſe, thrs 
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triumph of vanity and madneſs, you have 
not known an interval of happineſs that 
has been ſincere; you could not conquer 
your own good ſenſe, nor wholly forget 
che reſtraints of a noble education. I 
have been witneſs to your ſecret remorſe, 
your penitent ſoliloquies: I have ſeen you 
recolle& yourſelf, aſſume your native 
greatneſs ; heard you with the moſt moy- 
ing eloquence lament your folly, and aſ- 
ſent to all the rules of temperance and 
virtue; aſſent to, and violate the ſame 
hour. | 

You have relapſed to your uſual ex- 
travagance, till this dangerous ſickneſs 


ſet the terrors of death in your view: it 


was then you confeſſed your injuſtice to 


the charming Sylviana: it hung on your 


ſoul, and appeared with a thouſand ag- 
gravations; nor will you ever know peace, 
till you have confirmed your vows, and 
the abſolute obligations you are under to 
marry her. Obligations to be happy, me- 
thinks, ſhould be eaſily complied with. 
How happy was the lovely maid in 
her humble circumſtances! how bleſſed 
in her ſpotleſs innocence! till chance (in 
your rural excurſions) led you in a 


luckle(s 
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luckleſs hour to the verdant ſhade, where 
you found her retired to ſcreen herſelf 
trom the mid-day ſun, unmoletted with 
the cares of love or ambition, 

'The natural elegance, the modeſty, 
and eaſineſs of her behaviour, fired your 
thoughts, and partly by violence, and 
partly by the moſt ſolemn vows of mar- 
riage, you ruined her. 

But what unattected ſorrow, what re- 
morle that fatal moment coſt her, you 
have often witneſſed ; with what grace- 
ful pride has ſhe ſince refuſed the leaſt 
favour, and been inflexible to your ſoft 
perſuaſions, on any terms, but the mar- 
riage you promiſed her? How moving 


have her tears been! how juſt her com- 


plaints! what a pomp of virtue, what a 


conſcious greatneſs has appeared in her 


aſpect, when by your artfu! addreſſes you 
have again endeavoured to ſeduce her! nor 
preſents, nor equipage, nor the moſt 
es ſettlement you have offered her, 
as tempted her to act in any character, 
but what virtue might own, in the view 
of Heaven and the world. Her very 
crime with you, ſhould have the force of 
virtue in it. | 
Your quality, my Lord, does not ab- 
ſolve you from the divine laws, nor give 


a ſanction to perjury, but rather enforces 
the obligation of equity and truth. In 
real merit the fair Sylviana is not your 
inferior; but if ſhe were, Heaven does 
not diſpenſe with the rules of juſtice on 
the account of airy titles, and imagi- 
nary diſtinctions of birth: the higheſt ſa- 
tis faction that you can make, may per- 
haps never give her that tranquillity ſhe 
enjoyed in her firſt humble circum - 
ſtances | Could you reſtore her loſt inno- 
cence, ſhe would be more bleſſe. l in that, 
than in all the grandeur to which you 
can raiſe her: you may alleviate her 
misfortune, you cannot make full 
amends. 


Nor can the loſs of a tender parent be 


repaired. With a modeſt ingenuity 


the injured nymph confeſſed her crime 


to her pious mother, who was fo op- 
preſſed with the tnought of ſuch an in- 
famy, that in a few weeks ſhe expired, 


and left her beauteous daughter to weep 


out her ſolitary hours. Her diſtreſs de- 
mands your compaſſion; and by an ac 
of juſtice to her, you will ſecure your 
future peace and happineſs, and ſhew 
your gratitude to | 

MaRIANA, 


E * r OX 


TO VARRIUS. 


ob have ſoon forgot my dying ad- 


nonttions, and the promiſe you 


ma e, to quit the guilty amour you 
are u purſuing. Can you with delt- 


berai.on, with reflection, proceed in a de- 
ſign. which mult, if you ſheceed, plunge 
the beautiful Cleora in guilt and infamy, 
whom you love? what could hatred do 
more ? 

But with what horror ought you to 
reflect on the injury you are doing to 
the generous Alphonſus, your benctac- 
tor! Is there nothing engaging in thoſe 
titles? or rather, are they not words of 
the moſt ſacred importance? Make it not 
the future intereit of mankind to be your 
foes. | | 

A man of your pretended honour 
could not bear the reproach of a lye, and 
yet you are acting a lye ; practiſing the 
vileſt treachery, and expoſing a perſon 
of merit to ridicule, 'This, however 


unjuſt, muſt be the conſequence of your 
ſucceſs, while he, ſecure in his own worth 
and integrity, continues to careſs the 


wretch that injures him. How can you | 


ſupport the ſtings of his kindneſs to 
you ? | 

To this injured, this generous man, 
you owe the height of your fortune: 
it was his intereſt alone that brought 
you into public truſt and reputa- 
tion: to requite him you are violating 
all the laws of humanity, bringing infa- 
my on his family, and ſecretly endea- 
vouring to rival him in the affections of 
his charming wife, the object of all his 
virtuous joys; of which, from whom 


could he more properly exact the .pro- 


tection, than from you ? 

Can you unmoved recal the diſtreſs 
into which a crime of this nature plunged 
my heedleſs youth? what remorſe, what 
confuſion, a moment's madneſs coſt 

E 2 me! 
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me! you was the only confident to whom 
I diſcovered the ſecret wound it gave my 
bleeding ſoul. 

But how fatal was that one ſally of 
an extravagant paſſion to all my future 
repoſe! deſpair and horror filled my 
breaſt, when I conſidered the injury 
I had done was beyond reparation :; 
retirement was no more my ſanc- 
tuary from the 19 1 crowd, the image 
of my crime purſued me with inexpreſ- 
ſible terrors; the innocent diverſions of 
life were taſteleſs; muſick and wit had 
loſt their charms; the propoſals of plea- 
ſure were like jeſts to dying men, like 
recreations to the damned: whatever 
decency appeared in my public behavi- 
our, you were witneſs to the private in- 
tervals of my grief, and gave ſome re- 
lief to my anguiſh, by hearing my com- 
plaints with an obliging attention: but 
nature, after all it's elt, ſunk; the 
pride of my youth yielded to the gloomy 
diſtemper: yet the ſincerity of my re- 

ntance found acceptance: and, as my 
aſt hour approached, ſome propitious 
ſpirit breathed peace and divine conſo- 
lation to my ſoul, and in theſe*gentle 
whiſpers reproved my infidelity. 
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Why ſhould preſumptuous man, with feeble 
doubt, 

And impotence of thought, mark out the 
bounds 

Of clemency divine? — What tongue ſhall 
dare 

Pronounce with impious vanity theſe words? 


© Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting waves, 


O thou abyſs of ſacred love! ſhall roll; 
© Here thy triumphant billows ſhall retire, 
© Nor paſs the bounds of human diffidence,* 


But however ſerene the laſt ſcene of 
my life was, I would not, for all the 
joys the lower creation could give, en- 
dure the diſtraction and remorſe that one 
error colt me, Are you ſoftened at the 
complaints of my miſery ? be terrified 
at the approaches of your own, 

Thus warned, I hope you will retire : 
a thouſand accidents have hitherto pre- 
vented your guilt, and croſſed the mad- 
neſs of your love: ſome pauſe of reaſon, 
ſome effort of virtue, may at laſt recover 
you from the paths of ruin. Comply 


' with reaſon and virtue, with hanour and 


friendſhip, with your own happineſs and 

that of others; with the intereſt of the 

living, and the deſires of the dead. 
THEODOSIVS, 


THOUGHTS 


TRANSLATED FROM THE 


THOUGHTS ox DEATH. 


MORAL ESSAYS OF MESSIEURS. DE PORT-ROYAL. 


EYOND the addreſs which men 


have never to think of Death but 


as at a very great diſtance, nor to view 

it but in ſome other perſon, without put- 

ting themſelves one monient in the place 

of the dying ; they have yet a farther art 

to delude themſelves, by forming ſuch a 

ym and confuſed idea, as conceals 
r 


om them all that is moſt terrible in 


Death : they conceive little elſe of this 
ſtate, but as a privation of ſenſe, and a ſe- 
paration from the commerce of life; _ſo 
that when they ſay, a man is dead, they 
only mean, that they ſee him no more, 
and that he ſhares no longer in the af- 
fairs of the world. In a word, their 
idea of Death is only formed on what 
men ceaſe to do in dying, and not on 
what they begin to do and feel, though 
it be that which conſtitutes it's moſt 
dreadful circumſtance. , 

Death is indeed a privation of life and 
human action, but it is a privation which 
is felt, and produces ſurprizing effects 
in the ſoul. In order to comprehend 
theſe effects, it is neceſſary to conſider, 
that while the ſoul is united to the body, 
it's attention is divided by divers kinds 
of ſenſations, imaginations and paſſions; 
it feels the objects which act on the body, 
according to their different manner of 
influence; and theſe different ways of 
perceiving are called ſenſations: on theſe 
the ſoul forms it's ideas of all things to 
which it is united by it's paſſions, and 

is always employed about theſe objects; 
and not only employed, but leans and 
repoſes on them, when it is not entirely 
united to God: for not being made with 
a capacity to ſuſtain itſelf, the ſoul ne- 
ceſſarily ſeeks ſome foreign ſupport, It 


not ſeem to place his 


* 


was formed to know and love, but find- 


ing nothing within ſufficient to ſatisfy 


theſe inclinations, it is forced with ſome 
other objects to fill the void it finds in 
itſelf. Some of theſe objects make agree- 
able impreſſions on the ſenſe, others 
content our curioſity and vanity; others 
relieve the mind, by turning it from 
things which appear diſguſting; ſome 
nouriſh it's hopes, while others Footy it 
againſt it's fears. The ſoul inclines to 
all the objects of ſenſe, and is engaged 
and ſupported by them, in ſuch a man- 
ner, that it cannot prove a ſeparation 


without pain and emotion. 


We are not always ſenſible of theſe 
ties, but the ſoul begins to feel them, 
when it comes to be ſeparated from what 
it loves: it has then a ſenſe of the pri- 


vation, proportionable to it's union with 


them: ſo true is that maxim of Saint 
Auguſtme—* *Tis impoſſible to loſe any 
* thing without ſorrow, but what we 
© poſleſs without paſſion.” . | 

'There are few perſons free from an 
infinite number of theſe engagements ; 


and though we are ignorant of them, 


till an actual ſeparation diſcovers what 
they are, we may nevertheleſs conceive 
ſomething, by ſeparating ourſelves from 
them in our thoughts, and imagining we 
are deprived of them by ſome accident. 
For inſtance, take a perſon. who does 
ob in the 
objects of fight, and fancies they con- 
tribute nothing to the tranquillity of his 
mind; and ſuppoſe him ſuddenly de- 
prived of his foht, though in all other 
circumſtances happy, we ſhould find 
him affected with the loſs, as the greateſt 
misfortune, The ſight of mankind gives 


us 
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us ſome conſolation, becauſe we always 
diſcover in them a certain appearance of 
compaſſion, capable to give us ſuccour 
in our neceſſities ; which at lea't indulges 
our hopes, and thoſe hopes excite a kind 
of ſecret joy. 
The objects, which in ſome reſpects 
are diſguſting to the foul, and raiſe it's 
fears and averſion, yet in other views 
fail not to ſuſtain it. For though theſe 
uneaſy paſſions cannot be altogether ap- 
peaſed, yet the imagination always fur- 
niſhes them with means or hopes that 
quiet them; while the parent of theſe 
means, or the hopes of arnving at the 
end of their deſires, employ and divert 
the mind. BY 
All the objects to which the ſoul is 
Joined, by the ſenſes, imagination, rea- 
fon, or paſſions, are it's goods and riches; 
and even thoſe we call poor, abound in 
theſe ſort of goods: it they want pa- 
Jaces, or even a cottage, they have the 
fy, the ſun, and ſtars, of which the pro- 
ſpect is ſo magnificent, that St. Au- 
guſtine ſays—* It is a greater bleſſing 
© for the poor to behold the heavenly 
£ luminaries, than for the rich to view 
c their golden roofs.” | | 
Thus in the privation of ſome ad- 
vantages we comfort ourſelves with 
others, true or falſe, that we either pot- 
feſs or hope for. As the body always 
finds ſomething to bear it, ſince even 
when through wearineſs it falls to the 
ground, it there finds a ſupport: ſo the 
fonl, ſick and feehle, never fails of ſome- 
thing to ſuſtain it; and when there is 
nothing real, forms imaginary ſupports, 
on which (vain 5s they are) it leans. 
This neceſſity of human conſolations 
is not peculiar to vicious men; in ſome 
degree, the virtuous want their relief: 
there are few perſons ſo perfect, but they 
have ſtill ſome remaining tie to the 
world; fatigued by a long attention to 
ſpiritual objects, they are forced, in 
divers inſtances, to abandon themſelves, 
and fly for ſatisfaction to their friends, 
their children, their eſtates, to a field of 
their own planting, or an edifice of their 
on ratung. 
This is the condition of man in this 
zife, which may help us to comprehend 
what Death is, with the effects it pro- 


THOUGHTS ON DEATH. 


duces. We ought to look on it as the 


. rupture of all that unites us to the crea- 


tures; a general ſeparation from the ob- 
jects of ſenſe; the cancelling all human 
ties, and every pleaſure the ſoul found 
in them; with a total privation of what 
it loved and enjoyed on earth. When a 
man dies, he loſes not only what he cal- 
led his wealth, but the firmament, the 
ſun, the ſtars, the air, the earth, and all 
the reſt of nature ; he loſes his body, and 
all thoſe ſenſations that gave him plea- 
ſure; he loſes his relations, his friends, 
and all mankind; he loſes all relief, all 
ſupport; and, in ſhort, all the objects of 
his ſenſes and paſſions. 

Indeed, if the foul, in ſome degree 


united to theſe, finds itſelf alſo united 


to God by a holy love, though the priva- 
tion of the creatures cauſes ſome emo- 
tion, yet it ſinks not into deſpair: for this 
divine principle ſuſtains it, and growing 
more active, confirms it's hopes of being 
ſhortly united to, and overwhelmed in 
that abyſs of pleaſure, which alone can 
ſatisfy ail it's capacity of loving. 

But who is able to conceive the ſtate 
of the miſerable foul, when it comes by 
Death to be rent from all the objects of 


it's inclinations; from all that ſuſtained 


it during life, and finds nothing in itſelf, 
on which to lean: it's propenſities to love, 


and enjoy what it loved, become beyond 


compariſon more lively and ardent, while 
all the ſoul was fond of eſcapes, and flies 
before her with an everlaſting flight, with- 
out leaving the leaſt hope of fruition; ſhe 
loſes all, finds nothing, all ſinks under 
her, all vaniſhes, and diſappears for ever. 

It is not poſſible in this world to com- 
prehend a ſtate fo perfectly miſerable; all 
one can ſay, to give ſome idea of it, is 
this :—' Tis a terrible fall of the ſoul, 
by a ſudden removal of all it's ſupports ; 
tis an horrible famine, by a privation of 
it's nouriſhment ; tis an infinite void, by 
the annihilation of all that filled it ; *tis 


an extreme poverty, by the intire loſs of 


that which was it's wealth; tis a ghaſtly 
ſolitude, by the ſeparation it finds itſelf 


in from all union and fociety; 'tis a 


dreadful deſolation, by the want of all 
conſolation; *tis a cruel rupture, which 
violently rends the ſoul from every ob- 
ject of it's love. 
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FART I 


LETTER I. 


FROM PHILARIO, TO HIS FRIEND, RELATING HIS UNHAPPY AMOUR WITH 
AMASIA. 


MY DEAR CHAMONT). | 

W HATEVER reproaches my 
| palt follies have deferved, I 
know my preſent misfortunes will raiſe 
your compailion.—The gentle Amaſia 
is no more, ſhe expired in my arms, and 
I have puid the laſt rites to her memory. 

Your ſuſpicions were juſt, that I had 
perverted and ſecretly kept her, contrary 
to all the friendly admonitions you gave 
me. The ſpring of my miſery, was my 
father's marrying me at twelve years 


old, (O curſed avarice!) to a girl of 


ten, only to ſecure her vaſt fortune to 


his family. As I grew old, inſtead of 


liking, I conceived an unconquerable 
averſion to the innocent creature; but no 
arguments could prevail with my father 
to break the contract, and I was as ob- 


ſtinate never to complete the marriage. 


Thus entangled, I grew uneaſy, which 


my fifter obſerving, to divert my cha- 


grin, often carried me with her to viſit 


à young lady, deſcended from a good 


family, but decayed in fortune, and ob- 
ſcure: having never met her before in 
any public place, I was ſurprized at the 
fight of ſuch an accompliſhed beauty, 
which her fme genius, and a thouſand 


elegancies in her converſation, {till 


heightened. Here the guilty inclination 
began; which, never prelaging it's fa- 
tal event, I cheriſhed and reſolved to be 
happy, in ſpite of the incumbrance of 
my young wife, who, without any ma- 


trimonial . at heart, diverted her- 
ſelf with her babies and play-things; 
while I, privileged by my ſiſter's diſcre- 
tion and intimacy, continued my viſits 
to Amaſia, whom we always found wich 
her mother, the pious and diſcreet So- 
phronia, whoſe only fault was being a 


little too reſerved and ſevere in her tem- 


per. But Amaſia had a natural diſpeſi- 
tion to books and ſolitude, with a tem- 
per rather ſerious and penſive, than gay; 
which made the ſtrictneſs of her mother's 
conduct and her own confinement 


eaſy: the little ſociety ſhe had, was with 


ſome grave and good women of Sophro- 


nia's acquaintance, who took care to 


inform her, that all the men of the pre- 


ſent age were rakes and atheiſts, and the 
young women no better, nor hardly ſo 
good as they ſhould be; and that con- 
verſing with ſuch ſage perſons as them- 
ſelves, was the moſt reputable thing ſhe 
could do. Amaſia aſſented to theſe wiſe 
maxims, my ſiſter and I being the only 
acquaintance of a modern character that 


were admitted to the houſe. I made 
myſelf fo agreeable to Sophronia, that 1 
got the office of reader to the family; 


but, to my ſecret mortification, inſtead 
of plays, ſhe confined me to hiſtory or 


ſermons, though my accent was better 


ſuited to the ſtage than the pulpit: how- 
ever, my fair audience were pleaſed and 
attentive, and I would rather have taken 


orders than have loſt my employment: 


But 
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But it was not long before the cautious 
Sophronia ſaw through the diſguiſe of my 
zeal ; and obſerving a greater gaiety than 
was uſual to Amaſia's temper, in con- 
verſing with me, ſhe told my ſiſter freely 
her ſuſpicions, intreating her as ſhe va- 
lued her daughter's reputation, to bring 
me no more with her. My ſiſter, who 
was perfectly virtuous, was. alarmed at 
the . and would never, from 
that time, ſuffer me to accompany her. 
J had now no way to let Amaſia know 
the violence of my paſſion, but by a let- 
ter, which unluckily fell into her mo- 
ther's hands; by this confirmed in her 
fears, ſhe charged Amafia, as ſhe ex- 
pected her bleſſing, to ſend back any 
future billet from me unopened; this ſe- 
vere injunction ſhe punctually obeyed 
till her mother's death, whieh happened 
in the midſt of this adventure: ſhe was 
ſuddenly ſeized, and finding her fick- 
neſs mortal, ihe took the weeping fair 
by the hand, demanding, as the laſt 
proof of her duty, that the would, in 
the preſence of the all-ſeeing Deity, pro- 
mite never to converſe with me, or re- 
ceive my addreſſes. | 
This Amaſia could not deny a dying 
tender parent: butoh! how fatal to 
herfelf and me was this engagement! 
how wild was my grief when my ſiſter 
informed me of the cruel obligation! 
However, I waited till the formalities of 
 forrow due to her mother's memory 
_ were paſt; when with the impatience of 
tove J hattened to her houſe, and brib- 
ing her fervant, got admittance, without 
Amatia's knowledge, to her chamber. 
Never did her charms appear to ſuch 


advantage: the ſoft ſurprize, the modeſt 


confuſion, the ſtruggle between a tender 
inclination, and the reſtraint of conſci- 
ous konour, gave her a thoufand name- 
lets graces; whether the yielding beau- 
ty, with a gentle Janguiſhment, betrayed 
the peiſſion ſhe had long diſguiſed, or 
whether, recovering herſelf with all the 
pomp of virtue, ſhe reproached my at- 


tempt, ſtill ſhe put on reſiſtleſs charms; 


but in every tranſporting variety of her 
temper, I ſaw my om advantage, nor 
left the conqueſt unfiniſhed, With deep 
repentance I now confefs, it gave me an 
imipious pleaſure to find love triumphant 
over ail the pride of virtue; but Heaven 
foon avenged it's cauſe, and humbled 
me in the height of my ſucceſsful inſo- 
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I had not long continued my viſits to 
Amaſia, but an affair of | conſequence 
required my abſence for ſome weeks; in 
the mean time, ſhe was feized with a 
fever: as ſhe found the ſymptoms mor- 
tal, ſhe wrote, and immediately ſent me 
this letter. 


MY DFAR PHILARIO, 


W HE RE are thoſe ages of love, that 
heaven and eternal feries of tran- 
uillity and joy, with which you pro- 
fanely flattered me? The bright delu- 
fon, the viſionary paradiſe, is already loſt 


my ſun 1s ſetting at noon, an untimely 


evening draws it's ſhadows over all my 
promiſed joys. | 

That immortal bloom, thoſe heavenly 
charms, that you told me might bid defi- 
ance to ſickneſs and age, are already 
blafted by a cruel diſeaſe : a ſudden au- 
tumn has withered my prime; the lilies 
droop, the roſes die, chilling winter has 


faded my youthful ſpring.— But a few 


days more, and I am duſt, 

This truth fits heavy en my ſoul, 
and brings my guilt with it's full ag- 
gravation in view: my mother's dying 
admonitions, my broken vows, terrify 
me to diſtraction. My crime was not 
the effect of ignorance or inadvertency 
pitying angels ſet the penalties of eternal 
damnation, and the recompence of an 
immortal crown, in proſpect before me; 
the caverns of death diſcloſed their ter- 
rors, and the realms of celeſtial light 
opened their glories fo my active imagi- 
nation: I was forewarned by the ad- 
vice of a dying parent, of the infamy and 
ruin, to which this ſoft temptation has 
betrayed me: I had experienced the ſa- 
tisfaction of reaſon and virtue; but for 
you I ventured on preſent and future 
perdition, and gave up my title to all 
the joys of immortality. And now, 
ye regions of divine delight, you have 
no attractions for a mind ſo impure 
I would only fly to you, as a retreat from 
mfernal miſery. 
And yet, too charming youth! you 
engage my affections; I would live, 
but (O fatal madneſs!) I would live 
for you: by you I was ſeduced, but 

may your foul ſtand clear of my 
ruin! It is myſelf, not you I would 
accuſe, 5 

Laſt night, (if waking or in a dream 


I am uncertain) my mother's venera- 


ble 
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ble ſhade, majeſtic in heavenly ſplen- 
dour, appeared to me, and bid me pre- 
pare for the ſilent tomb! What pre- 


paration can I make? What peni- 
| tence can atone for repeated perjury ? 
for crimes againſt the cleareſt convic- 
tions of heavenly light, and the ſanc- 
tion of voluntary vows ? 

What figures of ſpeech could you 
make uſe of to take off from vices like 
theſe their — What {elo- 
quence did you employ thus to pervert 


my judgment? 405 what infernal en- 
e 


chantment was I led on to mine own 
deſtruction? - Vou have undone me, 
but I am hopeleſs! Can you make no 
reparation? Cannot you reverſe the 
injury, and talk as well in the cauſe of 
heaven, as you did in the intereſt of 
hell ?>Oh make the compaſſionate 
trial !-Can you pray ?—Can you im- 
plore mercy for me? Perſuaſion dwell 
upon your tongue! Could you be 
ſincere, Heaven perhaps may hear 

My ftrength 1s Rent I faint!—Fly 


to my aſſiſtance, that at leaſt I may 


ke a laſt farewell. 
AMASIA, 


This letter ſurprized and diſtracted 
me; I knew not what I did or ſaid, but 
J ordered my horſes, and returned with 
all the ſpeed that love could give me, to 
the idol of my ſoul, whom I found by 
intervals in her perfect ſenſes, but in the 
agonies of death. 1 5 | 

The melancholy ſcene will never quit 


my memory : Death came, attended by 


his real and fantaſtic horrors; he made 


his approach with every circumſtance 

terrible to nature or reaſon: never was 

the paſſage to his waſte dominions more 

gloomy; never did a departing ſpirit 

quit the light of heaven with more re- 

luctance! 

_ © Oh!” ſhe cried, graſping my hand, 

© whither am I going? to what un- 

© known regions? On what deſolate 
© coaſts am I doomed eternally to wan- 
© der? How dark the entrance, how 
long the paſſage that opens before me 

— See yonder ſullen ghoſt beckons me 

away !—another pale ſpectre ſummons 

me to the grave, and bids me mingle 

with the dead. — How my ſenſes wan- 

der!—O for a month's, a week's, an 

© hour's reprieve !' Then, fixing her 

eager eyes on mine, ſhe aſked—*t Can- 
© not you procure this for me, after all 

© your boaſted love?—I am cited to 

© the ſupreme tribunal.—Have you the 
* hardineſs to appear for me?—The 

* whole creation cannot aid me in this 


_ © extremity!* After which ſhe lay long 


{peechleſs and convulſed, and caſting a 
diſmal glance at me, with a heavy groan 
expired. a 
I could not refuſe this ſad recital to 
our requeſt, and my avowed confidence 
in you: it is ſome kind of relief to pour 
my grief into your boſom, and to excite 
in your's a generous compaſſion, which 
I know you feel for | 
Tur WRETCHED PHILARIO, 


LETTER I. 


FROM CASSANDER, TO A GENTLEMAN AT VENICE, RELATIAG THE MUR-» 
DER OF HIS FRIEND. | 


MY DEAR FRIEND, 


O HI why do I profane that ſacred 
| title! It you knew me, you would 
ſtart, as if the fiends below had given 
you that appellation.ä— But I muſt un- 
maſk myſelf, whatever horror the mon- 
ſtrous appearance gives you: perhaps 
ſome ſparks of pity may mingle with 
your averſion, when you find my mi- 
ſery bears ſome proportion to my guilt. 
Oh, think what it is !—Imagine the 
dreadful ſcene I would unveil—recall 
the moſt tragical action that was ever 
repreſented on the ſtage; or the moſt 
bloody effect of fury, that has been 
really perpetrated in human life, - 


Why do not the tears that fall from 
my eyes ſtain the paper with a ſanguine 
hue ? Why does not blood inſtead of 
ink flow from my pen in diſmal charac- 
ters, to mark my crime? Why ſhould 
I expreſs myſelf in the language of men, 
and not invoke the infernal furies to 
teach me their dialect, that I may give 
my guilt it's proper aggravation? for 
mine's a deed of darkneſs, fit for the 
records of hell Murder —execrable 
murder! This curſed hand, that trem- 
bles every nerve to relate it, gave the 
deadly wound! Horror! —confuſion! 
ſcarce can I refrain by the wildeſt im- 


precations to haſten that vengeance, a 


F which 


rr 22 +» 
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which I tremble: —it will fall too ſoon, 
and with ſome terrible diſtinction: for 
mine was a fin of a ſuperior note, marked 
with uncommon malignity. 

In vain am I acquitted at a human 
tribunal, by the partiality of juſtice, 
and the ſolicitations of powerful friends, 
while by my own conſcience, and the 
divinelaws, I am evidently condemned. 


What plea ſhall I find againſt the re- 
| provenes of my own reaſon, that reſt- 


els monitor within? To what ſhelter 
ſhall I fly from unerring juſtice ?—Hide 
me, ye rocks! cover me, : he mountains, 
from the purſuit of eternal vengeance ! 
My fin was an outrage againſt nature, 


= defiance of all the laws of friendſhip 


and humanity.—You dare not beheve 
me, when I tell you it was my friend: 


Th diſtracting thought!—my friend! 


the young, the gentle Antonio, that 
I murdered l ſee him fall !—I ſee him 
bleed The ſoul fits quivering on his 
lips, his eye-balls roll in death !—lT be- 


hold the gaping wound, the laſt convul- 
ſive pangs, the pale and ſenſeleſs corpſe 


extended on the ground! the dreadtul 
ſcene is for ever new, and riſes before 
me with inſulting horror. The viſion- 
ary terrors haunt my ſolitary retreats, 
and damp the joy of ſociety. My days 
are unacquainted with peace, my nights 
withreſt; the whole creation is an un- 
diſtinguiſhed chaos; the ſkies have loſt 
their light, the fields their verdure ; 


every charm is blotted from the face 


of nature, the ſweeteſt odours no more 
refreſh me, harmony with it's ſoothing 
tones no more delights, I ſicken at the 
moſt luxurious banquets, the richeſt 
wines have loſt their Grow, beauty no 
more invites, nor pleaſure with her ſoft- 


eſt eloquent e allures me. 


Thoſe fair gardens, where art and na- 
ture combine to rival all that has been 
fabled of the vale of Tempe, or the 
Cyprian groves, theſe ſoft retreats, which 


were late my pride and delight, now 


yield a gloomy proſpect, and look like 
the ſeats of deſolation and deſpair : for 
here the bloody fact was done; here vio- 


lated nature's great original law, defied 


eternal juſtice, and ſealed my own per- 
dition. | | 5 

You know with what frenzy I doated 
on the artful Marcella; ſhe was the idol 
of my thoughts; with her I ſpent my 


gay licentious hours, regardleſs of my 


honour, my country, or my friends; for 
ker I contrived gardens of pleaſure, open- 


ed cryſtal fountains, raiſed bowers per- 
fumed with every fragrant bloſſom, to 
entertain her: nor once believed ſhe could 
be capable of ingratitude, till that fatal 
night when I ſurprized her with the un- 
happy Antonio. | 

I returned more early than vſual from 
an appointed debauch, and not finding 
Marcella in her apartment, I ran imme- 
diately into a private garden, where ſhe 
ſometimes took an evening walk. The 
moon ſhone clear, and at the entrance of 
an arbour, I ſaw her fitting with Anto- 
no, looſely reclining his head in her lap: 


he roſe, and came forward ſmiling, whe- 


ther with an air of inſult or raillery, 1 
did not ſtay to conſider; but fluſhed with 


wine, and enraged with jealouſy, I drew 


my {word, and ſtabbed him through the 
heart, while Marcella in a ſwoon lay cold 
and ſenſeleſs at my feet, | 
My rage was ſpent in a moment, m 

amorous flame extinguiſhed, andfriend- 
ſhip with all it's force returned triumph- 
ant on my ſoul: I threw myſelf on the 
ground by the dying youth, ſupported 
and embracedhim, melted into tears, and 
called aloud on his pity to forgive me ; 


my ſervants were alarmed; and ruſhin 


into the garden beheld the bloody ſcene. 

By this time Marcella was recovered 
from her ſwoon, and reproached my raſh- 
neſs, aſſuring me ſhe had employed all 
her art to perſuade him to comply with 
that fatal aſſignation; ſhe frankly own- 
ed he had been long the object of her 
fondeſt defires, but that till then he had 
refuſed any ſecret appointment with her, 
from a ſenſe of friendſhip to me, and 
juifice to his young and beautiful wife, 
whom he ſincerely loved. 

This diſcovery diſtracted me: I curſed 
myſelf and her, and charged her to fly 


my ſight for ever, left I ſhould double 


my guilt, and inure myſelf to murder, 
I was ſo far from endeavouring to eſcape 
the rigour of the law, that I challenged 
it, called aloud for the miniſters of juſ- 
tice, witneſſed againſt my own life, and 


avowed the barbarous fact. But how- 


ever I was cleared by a human verdict, 
I ſtand condemned by a higher and more 
righteous deciſion; my conſcience tells 
me 


— The door is ſhut, 
The Judge has paſs'd my everlaſting doom, 
Which all created pow'r can ne'er reverſe ; 
My day's for ever gone, my ſun is ſet 
In final darkneſs, ne'er to riſe again 
My ſummer's ſpent, eternal winter's * 3 
Ee 


. fox wo NES 


— — 


— .. 


— 


.. ——— — 3 
1 PF. A ib a >: 


x 


. 4 IR ES 4 
SS he | 


— 


F___P__u_uqnqul—_ na caq CCran gc c_qrqcqv,©unaannnnujnuun  pﬀnmnqnaqancniſyqoey;ſ—ygaT pg, 


- 


- 


reer 


rr e eee 
r 


*% 


— 
tu 


— 
_ 


1 
7 


AD 
2 
ELLE 
SSD. 


1 
Nen 


\ ITED 


wi 
\ $ 
* 
\ 


* 
. 


(II 


1 Y "Ix 


Wy 


\ 
\ 


% 
S 
vx 


- ' aN N 


SIT 


W 


: 


» 
* » J 
Sx > 
x J 


Te 


47 


1 
4 
1 


Jul. 


9 


53%, 


"IP 
Lee 


r 
& 


5 Y 
w 


AY 


Dede fol. 


„ 


Feb? 18. 1786. 


0 


P 


» Harriſon & 


N 


1 
+ 


\ct Greets 


=o 


Pabhſhed as the 


Plate Il, 


2 : 


LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING, 47 


The ſeaſon's paſt. 

On me no ray of mercy e'er will ſhine, 
No ſmiling beam of hope will ever riſe ; 
Juſtice divine, and ſelf-condemning guilt, 
Conſign me over to eternal woe. 


What repentance 1s there for a wretch 
who can make no reſtitution ? The in- 
jury J have done can never be cancelled; 
it was deſperate, it was irreparable miſ- 
chief, that I brought on the wretched 
Antonio: I cut off his ſpace of trial, his 
probation for ner 
him from all his future hopes of ſalva- 
tion: I perhaps ſurprized him with all 
his ſins and unrepented follies on his 
head; his guilt might that inſtant be in 


it's fulleſt magnitude, while I, with 


a more than infernal rage, ſeized the 
curſed moment, and ſent an immortal 
ſpirit to hell. He may now be loading 
me with execrations, and ſounding re- 
venge through the caverns of darkneſs, 


againſt a miſcreant that barred the gates 


of bliſs, and opened his paſſage to the 
dungeons of miſery, and endleſs deſpair. 

Theſe are the horrible images that 
haunt, and ſometimes drive me to the 
precipice of ruin. Laſt night, in a dead 
and Nene hour, I took my ſword, and 
went ſoftly into my garden, reſolving 
to ſtab myſelf, (fo wild are the intervals 
of my grief) on the ſame place where I 
murdered my friend : when I came near, 
I ſaw, or my fancy only made it real, a 
ghaſtly phantom reſembling the murdered 


Antonio, ſtanding on the very ſpot where 
I gave the fatal thruſt; his countenance 


wan and doleful, his motionleſs eyes 
fixed full on mine, while his hand point- 


ed to the well-jmitated wound on his 


breaſt, | 
The ſight withered my ſtrength, and 

the ſword dropped from my trembling 

hand; guilt made me a coward, and 


with a childiſh fear I haſtily retired tomy 


chamber, calling one of my ſervants to 
attend me. So unlike am I grown to my- 
ſelf, I ſtart at a ſhadow, and ſhudder at 
the preſage of a dream, am ſurrounded 
with ill omens, and tormented with more 
direful forebodings within. 

We talk of racks, of hiſſing ſnakes, 


and gnawing worms; but all the em- 


joys, and tore 


phaſis of human language cannot deſeribe 
the tortures of an accuſing conſcience. 
The united fore of art and nature can- 
not yield the leaſt relief: the light of 
Paradiſe could not chear me; the ſongs 
of angels would but heighten my re- 
morſe, and augment the exquiſite an- 
guiſli; the gloom of impenetrable night, 
and the ſound of eternal tempeſts, would 
ſooner ſoothe theſe unutterable agonies. 

What privilege is my being ? why 
am I curſed with immortality ? Oh that 
my ſevere Judge, my omnipotent Adver- 
ſary, would ſpeak me again into my 
primitive thing, and with one potent 
word finiſh my exiſtence! 


vp beaſts are happy, they come forth and 
eep 
Short watch on earth, and then lie down to 
ſleep: 25 
Pain is for man, and oh! how vaſt à pain 
For crimes that made the Godheaa bleed in 
vain! | 
DR. YouNG. 


But why do I think it vain for me? 


Am IJ of all human race exempted? Am 


I the only diſtinguiſhed ſinner excluded 
from the benefit of that infinite atone- 
ment? Am J on earth, or ſhut up in tlie 


infernal priſon? Oh ſtay, thou glinmer - 


ins beam of hope, with one heavenly 
viſit chear my benighted ſoul. An un- 
certain J, a flattering pob:ity, would 
be a momentary heaven to me; it would 
be redemption from hell, pardon to a 
reprobate ſpirit. And yet— 


If I muſt periſh, proftrate at thy feet 
The humble victim of thy wrath ſhall fall, 
Imploring mercy ſtil!; for mercy reigns 


Triumphant in thy nature: tis thy boaſt; 


The attribute that reigns on this fide hell. 


My dear Clerimont, excuſe my free- 
dom; it is natural for miſery to com- 
plain: had I been e with a 
perſon of more piety and generous com- 


paſſion than yourſelf, I had ſpared you 


the reading of this melancholy relation, 
to which your long ſtay at Venice has 
made you a ſtranger. 


Adieu. I know you will puy 


THE WRETCHED CASSANDERs. 
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L'E-T TER 


III. 


TO BELINDA, FROM SYLVIA, TO INFORM HER OF THE REASONS OF HER 
SUDDEN RETREAT INTO THE COUNTRY. 


Xx dear Belinda, I am indeed got 
back again, 


| To harmleſs plain-work, and to croaking 
rooks, 


Old-faſhion'd halls, dull aunts, and godly 
books. | | | 
Mx. Por. 


To a view of nature in that ſimplicity 
which you rally ſo agreeably: but it is 
here I have recovered my peace, and am 
again grown a reaſonable creature; to 
which thoſe godly books that you ſeem 
to have ſuch a notion of, have very much 
contributed, particularly Biſhop Til- 
lotſon. 3 
I fee you ſmile, not in malice, but 
good nature, at the ſober confeſſion, and 
want of delicacy in the choice of my 
reading: it diverts you, I know, that I 
ſhould let Dryden and Otway lie ſtupidly 
by me, and impertinently ſpend an hour 
in reading a ſermon; that when I am 
ſo well at eaſe in this world, it ſhould 
ever enter into my head to think of 
another; and that, in the bloom of 
eighteen, I ſhould have ſuch a gloomy 
diſpoſition, as to think myſelf mortal: 
And, if you will forgive me, I will own, 


that I ſometimes read the Bible, in con- 


tempt of all modern refinements, and 
hope to form my life on that antiquated 
ſcheme. Theſe are, I confeſs, my dear 
Belinda, a very unfaſhionable ſet of 
thoughts, and have nothing in them 
modiſh or polite. | 

I believe you will be very inquiſitive 
to find what has put theſe odd, theſe 
frrangeganaccountable whimſies into my 
brain | 
Tis love, (you ftart—you pity—you 
** for me) but it is love, a tender 

opeleſs paſſion, that has had this ſur- 
prizing effect! It is an abſolute deſpair 
of being happy in this world, that has 
put ine on endeavours to ſecure the hap- 
pineſs of the next: could J have poſſeſt 
the idol of my foul, I had been at reſt, 
and had loſt the relith of ſuperior joys. 

But mine, with confuſion I own it, 
was a criminal affection forbid by earth 
and heaven; my bliſs was prohibited by 


would excuſe me. 


laws human and divine. This con- 
feſſion will ſurprize you, but could you 
know the ſeverity of my conduct, you 
I have torn myſelf 
from the ſight of the lovely youth for every 
though I could have loſt the light of the 
ſun with leſs reluctance. My haſty re- 
treat into the country was free and volun- 
tary; and not, as was thought, the 
effect of my father's command, I was 
ſincere, heaven is my witneſs, in my 
deſire to free myſelf from the criminal 
paſſion, and I thought the moſt certain 
way to conqueſt, was by flight. 

You know the tour my brother made 
to Paris, brought him acquainted with 
Monſieur le Comte de R-; and when 
he came into England, my brother re- 
turned with his family; I was in town, 


and waited on Madame le Comteſſe, who 


did me the honour to detain me ſome 


time with her. 


Monſieur le Comte was one of the 
handſomeſt and beſt-bred men in the 


world, and had as much of the Engliſh 


gravity as was agreeable to my own 


temper; which made me find his cou- 


verſation very grateful and entertaining: 
nor had I the leaſt ſuſpicion that there 
was any hazard in ſuch a harmleſs ſatis- 
faction. I had converſed in town with 
as much freedom as a virtuous education 
allowed, and kept an equal indifference, 
without the leaſt inclination to love, or 
even pretending to hate any mortal man. 

The Comte was perfectly well-bred, 
and my vanity made me interpret every 
little turn of gallantry, as the mark of 


ſome peculiar value and innocent friend- 


ſhip he had for me. Any other thought 


would have ſhocked my delicacy, and 


put me on my guard, againſt the guilty 
pafſion I found kindling in my own breaſt 
which, inſtead of oppoſing, I indulged 
as gratitude, and a juſt ſenſe of merit. 
But I was ſoon ſenſible of the delu- 
hon, and how eaſily vice hetrays an un- 
guarded mind, under the ſpecious diſ- 
guiſe of virtue. I found this freedom 
of converſation would prove fatal to all 
the peace and innocence of my mind, 
which had now loſt it's native calmneſs, 
and I began to experience all the fantaſtic 
effects. 
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effects of ſpleen, vapours, caprice; in 
ſhort, an uneaſineſs with myſelf, and every 
thing elſe in the world, the charming 
Comteſſe herſelf not excepted. 

But this ſet my guilt before me in it's 
full aggravation. Envy and deceit had 
till now been ſtrangers to my breaſt, 
which made me ſtart at the monſtrous 
forms: every new favour from Madam 
le Comteſle reproached me with violating 
the truſt and confidence ſhe had in my 
truth and virtue, and for having a wiſh 
that ſhe had been leſs beautiful and de- 
ſerving. The affection and intimacy 
with which ſhe treated me, gave me an 
horror for myſelf, and I was again ge- 


nerous and fincere, and, as I thought, 


perfectly confirmed in virtue, till the 
charming Comteappeared, when I found 
myſelf jealous, unjuſt, and perverted to 
vice in a moment. 

However, I diſguiſed my folly, from 
a ſecret delicacy in point of reputation, 
and an unafﬀeected ſenſe of honour. I 
am aſhamed to tell you I had a thought 
that needed a diſguiſe, though it was in- 
voluntary and unallowed : but I was an 
ill diſſembler, and have ſome reaſon to 
believe the real diſpoſition of my heart 
was perceived by the Comte, who one 


evening ſurprized me on the ſide of a 


fountain, repeating theſe lines : 


Come, bleſt religion, with thy angel's face, 
Diſpel this gloom, and brighten all the place! 
Drive this deſtructive paſſion from my breaſt, 
Qompoſe my ſorrows, and reſtore my reſt ! 


Shew me the path the ſainted virgins trod, 


Wean me from earth, and raiſe my ſoul to 
God! | „ 
No more let guilty love my heart inflame 


The Comte underſtood Engliſh per- 
fectly well: but I recovered myſelf with 
as good a grace as I could, and put on 
more gaiety and aſſurance than was in- 
deed natural to my diſpoſition ; and to 
conceal my diſorder, left him with pre- 
cipitancy, and returned to the Comteſſe, 
who was in her apartment, reading the 
ſtory of Rhetea in the Life of Cyrus; 
ſhe aſked me © How I liked it? The queſ- 
tion, I am perſuaded, was accidental; 
but with ſome confuſion, I anſwered, 
© That I thought it well told.* How- 
ever, it awakened my remorſe, and gave 
me an exquiſite ſenſe of the injuſtice of 
My ſecret inclinations. 


From this moment I reſolved to go 
back into the country, to conceal and 
_— my folly. The tenderneſs and 
unaffected concern the Comteſſe expreſſed 
in parting with me, confirmed my virtue, 
and gave me a ſecret confuſion for the 
injuſtice of having wiſhed her leſs happy. 
The calmneſs and ſanctity of my ſoul 
ſeemed to be reſtored, and I had left 
the place a conqueror, if the Comte had 
not led me to the coach, and by an ac- 
cidenta] ſigh, and a ſort of a ſerious air 
in his face, given my mind a ſofter turn, 
and convinced me of the vanity of hu- 
man confidence, and that I had trumphed 
without a victory, 

But the retirement of the country, and 
ſerious reflection, ſoon freed me from 
the tumultuous effects of a guilty paſ- 
ſion: the ſcene altered with infinite ad- 
vantage, and all grew peaceful and ſe- 
rene. I am now reconciled to myſelf, 
and find an ineffable ſatisfaQtion in the 
filent approbation of my own conduct; 
a ſatisfaction ſuperior to all the empty 
applauſe of the crowd. I refle& with 
pleaſure on the happy change: my ſoul 
ſeems now in it's proper ſituation; and 
conſcious of it's dignity, looks above 
this world for it's reſt and happineſs; I 
am almoſt in a ſtate of inſenſibility, 
with regard to mortal things, and have 
fixed my views on thoſe infinite delights, 
which will be the certain rewards of 
virtue, 


What is there here to fill theſe vaſt defires? 
Should fancy all her dazzling ſcenes diſplay, 
Our wiſhes unconfin'd, would wander ſtill 
Beyond the limits of theſe narrow ſkies, 

In ſearch of boundleſs and immortal joys, 


Adieu, my dear Belinda: as long as 
J leave you to the quiet poſſeſſion of the 
dear town and it's dear joys, you will 
not envy me all that a gay imagination 
can form of future pleaſures.—I have 
truſted you with the inmoſt ſecrets of 
my ſoul, and know I can depend upon 
your fidelity. I am your unalterable 
friend, SYLVIA, 

| — 


See the ſequel of this tory in LETTER 
V. PART II. 
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LYTTERE W. 


TO EUSEBIUS, FROM A DEIST. 


HERE ſhall I find reſt? The 

wide creation denies it. IT have 

run through all the varieties of human 
folly, and ſearched every vanity below 
the ſun; I have tried what was to be 
found in madneſs; women, wine, and 
frolic, have divided my hours; and I am 
now trying what ſatisfaction wiſdom 
and philoſophy can yield. You have 
made me at [ail a convert to natural reli- 
gion, and turned me into a ſort of a vir- 
tuous heathen: morality in it's practice 
is no longer my averſion; I begin to 
think reaſon and immortality the high- 
eſt advantages of humanity. hat 
there is a GOD, all nature cries aloud 
through all her works ; and while I am 
attending thoſe ſacred dictates, in ſuch 
raptures as theſe often addreſs myſelt— 


TO THE UNKNOWN GOD. 
| Whate'er thou art, thou Excellence unknown ! 
*Tis thee thro? all thy various works we ſeek ; 
Theſe ſecret languiſhments, theſe fierce defires, 
Howe'er licentious, free and unconfin'd, 
Purſve unſeen an object infinite; 
Thro*ey'ry fair diſguiſe the leading GOD 
Allures our eager ſouls: that roſy bluſn, 
Thoſe ſparkling eyes, and ſoft, enchanting 
ſmiles, 3 | | 
Receiv'd their charms from thee : Beauty is 
thine: 
In all it's conquering powers: in thee 
We trace up pleaſure to it s ſacred ſource, 
We meet thee in the balmy weſtern breeze, 
The fragrance of the ſpring, the ſpicy ifles ; 
And all Arabia breathes it's ſweets from thee, 
© From harmony to harmony we rife, 
© To that ſuperior ſkill which tunꝰdtheſpheres, 
_ Cave melody to Gabriel's heavenly lyre, 
And ev'ry moving grace to Rolli's ſong. 
Whatever ſacred force in muſick lies, 
The dying ftrain that calms the wildeſt care, 
Or loftier note that prompts to giorious deeds; 
Th'inſpiring GOD dwell; in the myſtic lound, 
And charms and captivates the liſt'ning ſoul, 
Through all her ſoft capacities of joy. 


But what art thou, the ſecret ſpring of life, 


Supreme ia all perfections, tho' unknown? 
More lovely than the faireſt of thy works; 
For thou art ſtill beyond ſimilitude. 
St rifing with diſtinguiſh'd eminence, 
In perfect beauty and uni, all'd glory. 


But what thoſe beauties, what thoſe glo-. 
ries are, 
No mortal eye has ſeen, nor boldeſt flight 
Of fancy in her gayeſt ſcenes concelv'd. 
Some ſoft celeftial echoes frem afar, 
Some glimm'ring rays, with a refleQed light, 
Attract our ſouls, and kindle warm deſires; 
Impetuous wiſhes and aſpiring hopes, 
Which own no bounds, but infinitely free, 
Break thro' created limits with contempt, 
And ſeek the great Original of bliſs. 
But, Oh! if Love—if Love's the boaſted 
name, 5 
And darling attribute, reveal thyſelf, 
Unfold the heavenly wonders of thy face, 


And ſtand in open majeſty confeſs'd! 


Why was I form'd with theſe aſpiring 
thoughts, > | 
And elegant deſires, theſe boundleſs aims, 
That reach at nothing ſhort of GOD himſelf ? 
If tis a bliſs impoſſible to man; 
If thou wilt never fill theſe vaſt defires, 
Why were they rais'd? This eminence of 
thought 
Is but my torment.— Oh! recall again 
This glorious curſe, this thankleſs gift, my 
. reaſon! | 
This immortality, my dread ! my horror! 
For rather had I flouriſh'd in a plant, 
And only reach'd a vegetable life, 
Open'd my b loſſoms to the rifing ſun, 
And dropp'd their beauties ere the ev'ninly 
cloſe ; | 
Or had I mounted with the feather'd race 
In heights of air; or with my fellow brutes 
At freedom rang'd the trackleſs deſart oer; 
Slept in a den, or ftretch'd my careleſs bull 
Secure in open fields, heedleſs of good 
Or evil paſt, or preſent, or to come! 
Oh, envy'd lot to mine! if I muſt live 
Eternal years excluded from thy face, | 
Be it in earth, or air, or in the deep, 


Where thou art abſent, ev'ry place is hell } 


The fields and woods are often wit- 
nets to theſe ſoliloquies, while 1 fly from 
man to converſe with the great Spirit of 
nature; for you have at laſt convinced 
me of a divine preſence, with whoſe im- 
menſity I am ſurrounded. To this con- 
{cious Mind I ſometimes addreſs my- 
felf; with pleaſmie I grow acquainted. 
with this propitious Being, and adore 
him as the ſpring of my exiſtence, I 
ſeem to find ſome new capacities of hap- 
pinels awake in my foul, I * 

or 
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for ſome unknown joys, ſome yet unex- 
perienced pleaſures, and grow confident, 
that the Power who raiſed theſe deſires, 
will at laſt gratify them. That ſilence, 
that ſelf. reflection and retirement, that 
was lately my horror, is now become 
my delight; while I am attending the 
dictates of reaſon, and ſincerely endea- 
vouring to know the will of that divine 
Mind, who muſt be too beneficent to 
leave me in my preſent doubts, while I 


am ſincerely ſeeking the heavenly illu- 
mination. 3 
Thus far, my dear EusBiIus, your 
arguments have had ſucceſs. I have 
the higheſt obligations to you, for not 
ſuffering me to degrade myſelf into the 
rank of animals, and for perſuading me 
to aſſume the dignity of a reaſonable 


creature: in that capacity I am your 


moſt obliged humble ſervant. 
| PHILANDERs 


ILIE T TEN V. 


TO MRS. , FROM AMORET, GIVING AN ACCOUNT OF HER CRIMINAL 
PASSION FOR SEBASTIAN. gs 


MADAM), 


H OW ſhall I begin? What lan- 
'gyage can paint the confuſion of 
my tlwughts? which could you be ſen- 
ſible of, it would be ſome apology for 


the fatal ſecret I would diſcover. I am 


yet but a modeſt ſinner, and can neither 
excuſe, nor dare diſguiſe my guilt from 
one, who till now has ſhared all the ſe- 
crets of my ſoul. | 
Oh, think what I would ſay! imagine 
what it is I find ſuch reluctance to diſ- 
cover, and'which I muſt diſcover, though 
it coſts me all your eſteem! your eſteem, 
which has been my pride and happineſs: 
but even that I will reſign, rather than 


ſuffer you to injure your own character, 


by a continuance of that friendſhip I 
have forfeited. 

I am not that modeſt innocent perſon 
you believe me: there is no diſguiſing 
my infamy, nor recovering my loſt ho- 
nour. _— 5 

I know you are ſurprized; you hard- 
ly credit me; you would fain believe I 
have belied myſelf ; and what I have 
told you is the effect of ſpleen, melan- 
choly, any thing but truth. Would to 
heaven that it was all frenzy, and wild 
imagination! that I were innocently un- 
happy! that I had loſt my reaſon, and 
kept my virtue! 


Oh, heavenly Virtue ! thine's a ſacred flame, 
And ſtill my ſoul pays homage to thy name. 


Ye chaſte and holy thoughts, that once 
poſſeſſed my foul, return again! return, 
Fe ſmiling ſcenes of innocence and peace 

F. ſecret conſolations of religion! ye 


gentle whiſpers of conſcience! ſpeak - 


peace again to my unquiet breaſt! 
I have not yet begun my fatal ſtory.— 
Oh! let it never be told! let it be loſt in 


eternal oblivion !—but that's impoſſible, 


*tis regiſtered on my heart. | 
In what dark cavern ſhall I hide my head? 


Where ſeek retreat, now innocence is fled ? 


If my penitence had obtained pardon 
from Heaven, the public would ſpeak my 
infamy aloud. Howam I fallen! from 
what height of reputation to the loweſt 
contempt! This, to a mind that ſtill re- 
tains the niceſt ſenſe of honour, is an af- 
fliction inſupportable. I have no refu 


from the inſults of the world, but foli- 


tude, and thither the thoughts of my guilt 
and infamy purſue me; the congtry 
ſhades, the E of tranquillity and peace, 
afford me no relief. 


Alone through unfrequented ſhades I rove, 
And hope the ſweets of ſolitude to prove 
But at my ſight each verdant proſpect wears 

A gloomy view, and every plant appears 

To bend it's top, o ercharg'd withdewy tears. 
What joy can | in theſe receſſes find? 


What beauteous ſcenes can pleaſe a guilty 


7 


mind? | | 
In vain the ſun his morning pride diſplays; 
I turn my eyes, and ſicken at his rays: * 


The ſilver moon, and ſparkling ſtars by night. 


Torment me too with their officious light. 


Heaven and earth ſeem to reproach me, 


and join with the convictions of my own. 


reafon, which fully approves the rules I 


have violated. To what has my folly re- 


duced me? Where ſhall I ſeek for peace, 


when 
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when I am at variance with myſelf, and 

my prudence is inconſiſtent with thoſe 

3 precepts, to which my mind aſ- 
ents? : 

L would tell you the ſtory of my ruin, 
but every circumſtance fills me with con- 
fufion. You know my ſeducer, and 
what a train of artifices he has employed 
to complete it: you, Madam, gave me 
many gentle admonitions; but I was too 
ſecure in my own reſolution, and that 
diſguiſe of honour, which the falſe Sebaſ- 
tian always avowed, and never with more 
aſſurance, than when his flattery betray · 
ed me into his infamy. 

Time and place, the evening gloom, 


Bu wc {tan 
and verdant ſhade, eyery circumſtance _ what ſhadows do you now appear! how 


conſpired to my undoing. The whiſper- 
ing gales, the falling fountains, the green 
retreats, and flowery ſcenes, heightened 
the ſoft temptation: all nature ſeemed to 
ſoothe the tender paſſion, and gave my 
charming ſeducer new advantages; his 
form, his aſpect acquired unuſual graces, 
and his language was all enchantment. 


 —— And, oh! his charming tongue 

Was but too well acquainted with my weak 
neſs; | 

He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 

Diſſolv'd within my bre aſt 


 OrTWar. 


— Whither is my imagination wander- 
ing? Ye powers of chaſtity, aſſiſt me! 
blot this guilty ſcene for ever from my 


foul! let the remembrance of theſe cri- 
minal delights no more return! let them 
be loſt in darkneſs and oblivion! let 
me be entertained with more pure and 
laſting joys, in ſome humble retreat, far 
from the noiſe and thoughtleſs amuſe- 
ments of the world! I aſk not princely 
bowers, or artful walks; let mepaſs my 
hours in ſome unfrequented ſhade, where 
the images of vanity and fin may never 
ena. 

O celeſtial life! How do theſe peace- 
ful ſcenes ſoothe and flatter my ſoul! 


through whatenchanting paths does my 
imagination ſtray! Ye vain grandeurs 


of the world, adieu! Adieu, ye idle 
amuſements, and fantaſtick pleaſures ; 


unſubſtantial to theſe ſerious proſpefts 
of bliſs! Let me dwell unmoleſted here; 
let me loſe the remembrance of this buſy 
world, and hear no more of it's diſtract- 
ing follies! Here let me attend the hap- 
y period, that ſhall untie the band of 
ite; and then 5 


Let ſome fair ſpirit, form'd alone for love, 
That's happy in it's full enjoyment, 

Tune the celeſtial lute, and gently ſing 

A requiem to my ſoul, call out my liſe 
By the ſweet pow'rs of heavenly harmony: 
While on a roſy couch I reſt my head, 
And in the languiſhments of love divine 
Refign my breath, and wake in endleſs joys 


In the height of diſtraction, I ſubſcribe, 
Madam, Toar's Se., 


LETTER VI. 


ROM EVANDER TO A LIBERTINE. 


OU muſt excuſe me, my Lord, if 
I ſhould not yield to the convic- 
tion of your raillery, nor damn myſelf 
in mere good manners and ceremony. 1 
muſt confeſs, never was a had cauſe de- 
fended with more wit and vivacity : 
but I dare not venture on eternal miſery, 
in the gaiety of my heart, nor give up 
my hopes of ſalvation for a jeſt. 
Nor can you blame me, my Lord, for 
being ſerious in things, which, to my 


apprehenſion, are the greateſt realities; 
though, to your politer imagination, 


they may appear but dreams and chime- 
ras. Till I can change my opinion, I 


ſhould act unreaſonably, to deſiſt from 


my purſuit of what I think the nobleſt 
end of human actions. 

As for your objection againſt my 
ſcheme, that it is a happineſs future and 
uncertain: yours, my Lord, bas the 
ſame di ſadvantage. 1 

Is there any mortal that thinks him- 
ſelf happy in any preſent enjoyments? 
Some uneaſy circumſtance or other min- 

les itſelf with all ſublunary bliſs; tis 
— future expectation that engages the 
mind. To- morrow's aſſignation, with 
a jovial friend or miſtreſs, depends on ſo 
precarious a thing as life; which thou- 
ſands, before another riſing ſun, muſt 
reſign, and yours perhaps may be og 
4+ | Us 
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the deſtined number;-and in that very 
moment your expectations periſh, and 
prove as viſionary as the celeſtial plea- 
ſures and divineentertainments that you 
turn into ridicule. 

On your ſcheme, it is but a breath 
betwixt a man, a reaſonable being, the 
Lord of the creation, anda clod of earth, 
a ſhadow, a mere nothing. It the ma- 
chine ſhould keep a proper ſituation to 
drink, to ſing, to laugh, and dance; a 
thouſand other chances may ſtart up to 
diſappoint the promiſed joy; which if 
you reach, fruition itſelf will deceive 
your hopes, and leave you nothing but 
anxiety and remorſe. 

This 1s what can never happen to me, 
though all my bright expectations ſhould 
prove a fiction; as ſoon as I reach the 
fatal period, I ſhall be paſt reflection; 
my gaudy hopes and being will end at 
once, and leave me for ever inſenſible of 
my loſs: in the mean time, as long as 
the dream of life laſts, the very proſpect 
of boundleſs and immortal pleaſures 
muſt give the mind a greater ſatis faction 


in mere ſpeculation, than all thoſe fleet- 
ing imperfe& enjoyments, whole fallacy 


you every moment diſcover. 

Let my plan of happineſs be ever ſo 
viſionary, it is noble; let it be invented 
by the craft of prieſts or politicians, it 
3s ſuperior to all the luxury, by which 
the greateſt libertine ever propoſed to 
_ gratity his deſires. | 
Riches and grandeur, wine and mirth, 

muſick and beauty, are the height of 
your wiſhes; but all theſe either fatigue 


the mind with anxiety, or languith and 


dleep on the ſenſes. You have often 
owned to me, that a ſeries of theſe en- 
Joyments has left you nothing but vanity 
and vexation; and have in your reaſon- 
able intervals confeſſed, that theſe are no 
more than ſpecious names, and ſhadows 
of ſome original good, that the mind 
through every diſguiſe purſues. 

This is the ſupreme excellency after 
which my ſoul aſpires; if it is imaginary, 
the mind muſt yet be enlarged, by graſp- 
ing at the enjoyment of infinite happi- 
neſs: for I dare confeſs, my end is the 
ſame with yours; it 1s pleaſure we both 
purſue; and as at preſent it conſiſts 
chiefly in expectation, mine mult ſur- 
paſs yours by the proportion of it's ob- 
88 
: You have ſet your night for the opera, 
to hear Fauſtina fing ; I expect the pe- 


riod, when the curtain of mortality 


ſhall be drawn, and the ſcenes of eter- 
nal glories open, and angels ſolace me 
with celeſtial harmony. | 

The flowery ſpring returns to love, 
and your ſoft retirement- into one of the 
faireſt ſeats in England entertains you; 
while my imagination wanders through 
the heavenly Paradiſe, and recreates it- 
ſelf by bliſsful ſtreams among the trees 
of life. 

Vou attend the happy period, that, 
after long impatience, ſhall give the 
charming Zephalinda to your vows; 
while a diviner flame animates my ſoul, 
in the ſearch of infinite perfection. 


But tell me whence this wond'rous flame 
began, | 
Ye angels, who behold the face of God! 
I call the worms my brethren, and confeſs, 
Corruption is my father; yet high as yours 
My wiſhes riſe; the ſame divine ambition, 
The ſame bright object, kindles my dsſires. 

O lovelier than the faireſt of thy works, 
Nothing below thyſelf, great as thou art, 
Exalted and ſupreme—nothing below _ 
Thyſelf can ever fix my reſtleſs thought. 
Theſe faculties were made alone for thee, 

Or I had never rais'd a wiſh ſo high. 
Neceſſity of nature leads me on; 

My reaſon has no theme, my life no ends 
Love, the ſuperior paſſion of my ſoul, 

Finds nothing equal to it's dignity. | 
Give all the ſun goes round, to thoſe that ſeeł 
A happineſs beneath the Sov'reign Good: 
One gentle look, one heav'nly ſmile of thine, 
Has blotted ev'ry charm from Nature's face, 
And faded all the glory of the world. 

Why doſt thou bid me liſten to the voice 
Of Nature, in her juſt melodious round? 
Why doſt thou bid me trace the flow'ry fields, 
The ſpring's gay verdure,or withwond'ring eyes 
Survey the circle of the firmament ? 

What is there lovely on the ſpacious earth, 
Or in the ætherial round, compar'd to thee ? 
Compar'd to thee, the ſtars can boaſt no light; 
The ſun itſelf, in modeſt clouds conceal'd, 
Pays homage to the great eternal Spring 

Of ſacred life, and uncreated light. | 

Whate'er at utmoſt ſtretch the mind of man 
Can form, in it s unbounded rage of thought, 
Of bright, or fair, or juſtly regular, 

When fancy launches out to worlds unknown, 
And-paints beyond created beauty wr, 
Still thou art fairer, and more perfect ſtill, 


I know, my Lord, you will pardon this 
poetical excurhon, ſince I have been led 
to it by your example. 5 

I need not make an apology for con- 
tinuing to inſult you with my privileges, 
ſince J have no deſign in it but what is 
abſtractly diſintereſted and charitable. A 

G place 
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thoughts, and calls for your perpetual 
attendance; and when you think your- 
ſelf ſecure of the gaudy trifle, your pre- 
tenſions may be loſt by a momentary ca- 
price: but my expectations run higher 
than any dignity this world can boaſt; it 
is a celeſtial crown and kingdom that fires 
my ambition; I am in purſuit of mfi- 
nite honours, and graſp the glories of im- 
mortality. 

You ſee, my Lord, in every reſpect, 
in love and glory, I have the advantage 
of you: ſuppoſe my pretenſions as viſion- 
ary as you will, nothing can be more ex- 
alted than ſuch a notion of happinets : it 
1s endleſs and complete, unclouded with 
pain or ſorrow; whereas you can never 
boaſt of being perfectly at eaſe, nor to 
taſte pleaſure unmingled with many mor- 
tifying evils; in your gayeſt flights, you 
cannot flatter yourſelf with ſuch views. 
Hut this proſpe& is all peaceful and ſe- 
rene, not a moment's anxiety ſhall riſe, 
ts break the ſeries of eternal joy. What- 
ever holy cheat laid the plan, tis no diſ- 
honour to be thus deluded. Let poets, 
prieſts, or politicians, be the inventors, a 
thouſand umes bleſt be the happy genius, 
that provided this relief to ſoften the 
ehagrin of mortal life; when tired and 
fick of all mortal vanities, the mind re- 

ſes itſelf in fragrant bowers, ſports on 
Avery lawns, and wanders through 
Elyſian groves; when the raptured fancy 


drinks at the fountains of life, and bathes 


in rivers of immortal pleaſure! 


7 


never ſo many ſtout airs.? 
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lace of truſt or honour employs your , 


Death, the gloomy period of all your 
hopes, in the height of your luxury, and 
moſt jovial entertainments, mſults your 
imagination with his horrid aſpect: but 
this ghaſtly phantom, this univerſal ter- 
ror, brightens into a ſmile, and in an 
angel's form beckons me away to endleſs - 
reſt, That untried gulph, that you ex- 
pect will at once ſwallow up your joys 
and exiſtence, appears to me a paſſage to 
undecaying life and pleaſure. 

And let it ſtill be granted that-my ex- 
pectation of future bliſs proves a fiction, 
and Chriſtianity a mere deluſion; I ſhall 
be inſenſible of remorſe or ſhame for my 
credulity, and ſhall lie down as gloriouſ- 
ly with the clods of the valley, and ſleep 
as ſweetly in my primitive duſt as your 
Lordſhip. | | 
But oh! ſhould the objects of the 
Chriſtian faith prove true, what a wild 
hazard do you run! What limits will 


your confuſion find! Vour ſhame will be 


as laſting as your miſery: you will re- 


proach yourſelf for ever, and be expoſed 
to the deriſion of the wretched ſociety to 
vhich you are joined“ II Ny a rien plus 
6 reel que cela, ni de plus terrible, faiſons 
tant que nous voudrons les brawes tm | 
© There's nothing more real than that, 
© nothing more terrible, let us put on 
I have, you find, obeyed your com- 
mands, and ſent you my thoughts on this 
ſubject; to convince your Lordſhip how 
much I am your devoted humble ſervant, 
EVANDER, 


LETTER: vu. 


FROM HERMINIUS TO HIS SISTER, ACQUAINTING HER WITH THE UN- 
HAPPY EFFECTS OF HIS PASSION FOR CLEORA. 


MY DFAR SISTER, 
T 1s with great pleaſure J obey your 
1 command, in letting you know the 
diſpoſition of my heart to the charming 
Cleora, To one whoſe thoughts were 
leſs refined than yours, my diſcourſe 
would be incredible; but you are a ſort of 
Platonick, and may perhaps approve the 
effects of a generous paſſion, and give 
credit to the reformation it has made in 
my life. | | 
You will forgive me, Madam, for be- 
ing once in the right, when I have diſ- 
ſented from you, ſince it is the only in- 
ſtance J have to boaſt of: had I been go- 


derned by your advice, and fled the fair 


Cleora, inſtead of converſing with her, I 
might have been an unreformed liber- 
tine: but ſhe ſet virtue in my view with 
it's moſt charming advantages; I ſaw an 
angel in her form, and heard celeſtial mu- 
ſick in her voice: ſhewas the meſſenger of 


the ſkies to convert me; I owned the cre- 


dentials, and 
ſpiration. | 

You know, my dear ſiſter, that her 
dawning beauty had madean impreſſion 
on my heart before I went to travel. 


yielded to the heavenly in- 


I watch'd the early glories of her eyes, 
As men for day-bręak watch the eaſtern ſkies, 
; | DRYDEN, 


J left 
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J left England with the flattering hopes 
of finding her free at my return, and with 
a full intention to make my addreſſes to 
her. While I ſaid at Rome, that impe- 
rial ſeat of vice, the only looſe amour I 
had, was with a beautiful Italian, who 
ſomething reſembled the matchleſsCleora, 
who was {till the miſtrefs of my reaſon- 
able affections. | 

But how great was the angviſh of my 
ſoul, when, atter all my gay expectations, 
the firſt news that ſurprized me at my re- 
turn was, that ſhe was juſt married to 
Philaret, the man that of all the world I 
would not have hated or injured ; a man 
that had every amiable quality, and was 
the pride and joy of all his acquaintance; 
nor could I forget ſome former obliga- 


tions his popular intereſt had laid on me. 


In this exigence I reſolved to diſpenſe 
with the ceremony of paying my com- 
pliments to him, that I might avoid the 
light of his lovely bride; nor did I fre- 
quent any public place where I was like- 
ly to meet her. Ng 
But at laſt the fatal interview came, 


and in the drawing-room, ſparkling as 


an angel, I ſaw the lovely creature. From 
this moment I became an apoſtate to vir- 
tue, and ſecretly renouncing all the ties 
of truth and honour, reſolved with great 
deliberation to be a villain. This noble 
deſign was the ſubject of my retired con- 
templations. With what wild, what im- 
pious ſoliloquies, have L whiſpered to the 
groves and ſtreams, wiſhing the laws of 
heaven cancelled, and the ſtate of nature, 
in the fiction of a Golden Age, real! 
'Theſe ſenſeleſs lines have often expreſſed 
my infamous raptures — 


O fiecle plus beureuæ mille fois pour les pommes, 
Que le fiecle dur ou nous fommes! 

Non parceque la terre en cet age parfait 

D:nmoit tous les fruits fans culture, 


Due les fleuves eftoient de lait, 


Que le miel dans nos bots couloit ſur la verdare: 


Mais parceque l honneur, cctyran des nos ames, 
Cette trompeuſe idsl-, et ce pbanteme vain, 

I avoit ſur les cœurs une pouvoir fouverain, 

Et ne $oppoſoit pas aux amoreuſes flames *. 
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Such were my ſecret extravagancies, the 
entertainments of my ſolitary walks; but 
in the height of my fully Heaven did not 
inirely abandon me. 

I took all handſome opportunities to 
follow and converſe with the fair Cleora 
a favour ſhe never refuſed me; if ſhe had, 


J ſhould have entertained more hopes, 


than from the manner in which ſhe treat 
ed me: I attended her coach, her chair, 
haunted her at public places, ogled, ſtar- 
ed, ſighed, and practiſed all the modern 
fopperies of love, which ſhe never thou ght 
it worth her while to obſerve; and, to 
my great mortification, I found J neither 
pleaſed, nor moleſted her: all my dumb 
eloquence and mute addreſs was loſt on 
her; ſhe minded it no more, nor perhaps 
jo much, as ſhe would the frolicks of a 
monkey: I might give myſelf what poſ- 
tures and airs I thought moſt becoming; 
and act the indolent, or languiſhing lov 
er, without interruption; ſhe looked as 
if ſhe had no manner of apprehenſion 
what-I was doing, or what I intended. 
My breath had been as well employed, 
in talking of darts and flames, to the 
plants and trees; the jargon was fo per- 
fectly unintelligible to her, that ſhe either 
anſwered nothing to the purpoſe, or turn- 
ed the diſcourſe to ſome grave moral ſub- 
ject. 

And as ſhe had the fineſt turn of wit, 
and the moſt graceful manner of ſpeak - 
ing in the world, every thing ſhe ſaid 
made an impreſſion on my ſoul ; every 
vice on which ſhe ſet a mark of infamy, 
though ever ſo modiſh, loſt it's credit with 
me; and every virtue, though ever ſo ſe- 
vere, ſeemed practicable with her ap- 
plauſe. | 

The manner in which ſhe treated m 
paſſion, ſet me in a very ridiculous light 
to myſelf. The vanity appeared unpar- 
donable, that inſpired me with the hopes 
of rivalling the happy man, to whom, in 
the ſight of Heaven, with her vows the 
had ſincerely given her eſteem and ten- 
dereſt affection. Whatever regard was 
due to ſuch diſtinguiſhing merit as Phi- 


#* O happy age! a thouſand times more bleſs'd, 
Than the hard fate by mortals now poſſeſs'd! 
Not becauſe bounteovs nature did then yield 
Her fruits ſpontaneous to the ſoil untill'd; 

Nor that the rivers flow'd with milky waves, 

Nor that the trees dropp'd honey from their leaves; 
But becauſe Honour, phantom of controul, 

Falſe airy idol, tyrant of the foul, 

Then to our am'rous flames no bounds conſign'd, 


Then knew av ſov'reign power oer the mind. 
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Jaret's, ſhe gave him: nothing could be 
more {oft and engaging than her whole 
behaviour to him. Her modeſty was un- 
affected, truth and juſtice appeared in all 
her actions. In the gay eſt bloom of youth, 
and triumph of beauty, ſhe practiſed the 
ſtricteſt rules of piety : this, joined to 
the moſt gentle diſpoſition, and a genius 
turned to every thing that is beautiful and 
polite, makes her one of the brighteſt 
characters of the age. 


A thouſand times bleſt be the heaven- 


LETT 


ly Power, that kept me back from the 
ruin I courted, and by the example and 
converſation of the lovely woman, made 
me a proſelyte to virtue, and guided me 
to a rational and laſting happineſs! _ 
But, my dear filter, this unfortunate 
event ſhall not encourage me to contemn 
your advice on any future occaſion; and 
in this inſtance I know you will forgive, 
Madam, your moſt obedient humble ſer - 
Vant, ; 


HERMINIUS, _ 


EK U. 


FROM BELLAMOUR TO CARLOS, RELATING THE STORY OF HIS LOVE 
| | | TO ALMEDA. | 


[| Am glad to find you ſo entirely ſa- 
tisfied, ſo completely bleſſed amidſt the 
| noiſe and amuſements of the town: I con- 
gratulate your enjoyment of aſſemblies, 
operas, and maſquerades; but all your 
boaſted pleafures cannot raiſe my envy 
at preſent, nor tempt me back from the 
country. | 55 
My mind is in ſuch a fantaſtick diſ- 
poſition, that I find more ſatisfaction in 
talking to trees, ſtreams, and echoes, 
than to reaſonable creatures. I converſe 
frequently with a row of willows, that 
grow on the banks of a neighbouring 
Tiver, and have often called them to wit- 
neſs, what they neither hear nor under- 
| ſtand. The ſtreams are often ſwelled 
with my tears, without ever riſing to a 
deluge; and the rocks melted at my 
complaints, without loſing one atom of 
their bulk. 

But while V laugh at myſelf, I ſhall 
_ eaſily forgive you, if you ſhould take the 
ſame liberty, and enter into the ridicule 
of my character: you are a lover your- 
ſelf of the modern jovial kind, quite the 
reverſe of the. ſolemn antiquated form 
of Paſtor Fido, Don Quixote, and your 
humble ſervant. | 

All this raillery is forced, and only 
uied in policy, that J may tell my ſtory 
with a good grace to a man of your 
galety. 

You know how the young Elvira was 
left to my father's care by her mother, 
and by a contract between both our pa- 
rents, was from her chilihood deſigned a 
wife for me; but neither her beauty nor 
vaſt fortune have had the leaſt influence 
en me to make any addreſſes to her. 


— 


I have converſed with her with great in- 
difference; and thought I had reaſon to 
believe ſhe had the ſame for me. But 
my father, in order to make good his en- 
gagements, when he was on his death- 
bed, deſired me to promiſe him with the 
greateſt ſolemnity to marry her; as he 
had been the beſt of parents, I promiſed 


him without any. reluctance, on condi- 


tion Elvira did not refuſe me; of which 
I had ſome ſecret hopes: however, as I 
then had no other inclination, I was in 
No manner of care whether ſhe accepted, 
or refuſed me. 

But when I was laſt in town, and 
walking in the Mall, I met one of the 
moſt agreeable women I ever ſaw; ſhe 
was tall, and exactly ſhaped, her eyes 
large and fine, with ſomething ſoft and 
penſive in her air, ſomething of thought, 
of wit, of ſignificancy, which I cannot 
expreſs, Whether I then met my fel- 
low-mind, that had been paired for me 
by deſtiny; or whether in ſome pre-ex- 
iſtent ſtate we had been acquainted, I 
know not, but I flattered myſelf the ob- 
ſerved me with contempt. I ſpent my 
time in following or endeavouring to. 
meet her, and at laſt had made myſelf 


ſo remarkable, that ſhe ſeemed to think 


herſelf obliged to- avoid me. As far as 
I could, without being ridiculous by my 
curioſity, I enquired after her, but left 
the walks, uninformed who ſhe was. I 
was in a day or two forced to go into 
the country, where I was detained for 


ſome months, endeavouring in vain to 


forget the fair ſtranger I had ſeen. | 
In this temper I was taking a ſolitary 
ramble from my own ſeat, till I came to 


the 
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the entrance of a wood that was near the 
Earl of 's park: here I found, 
ſurprizing as a heavenly viſion, the love- 
ly form that had charmed me, fitting 
with a Milton in her hand, which ſhe 
was reading with ſuch attention, that I 
ſpoke to her before ſhe ſaw me. She 
immediately withdrew into the park, but 
I followed her, and told her the happi- 
neſs of my life depended on her atten - 
tion, which in the moſt modeſt manner 
ſhe at laſt granted, and heard the ſoft re- 
lation. That little ſucceſs gave me ſuch 
hopes that I purſued the affair on every 
opportunity I could prevail with her to 
o1ve me: for as my fortune and rank 


were ſuperior to her's, which was only 


dependent, the ated with great caution, 
and convinced me that ſhe poſſeſſed all 
that true grandeur of mind that conſci- 
ous virtue inſpires. Her wit, the ele- 
gauce of her behaviour, with a thouſand 
graces that attended her whole conduct, 
ſecured her conqueſt, and confined all 
my hopes of earthly happineſs to the poſ- 
ſeſſion of the charming maid : nor did 1 
fear the leaſt obſtacle to my wiſhes, for 
I had told her my engagement to my fa- 
ther, and the full certainty I had (as 
indeed I thought) of Elvira's refuſal; 


which I now went to atk, with a pertect 


aſſurance that I ſhould receive it. Her 
coldneſs did not ſeem to have the air of 
affectation, but rather the effect of a ſe- 
cret averſion. I looked on myſelf to 
be a ſort of incumbrance entailed on her 
by her anceſtors, of which ſhe would be 
joyfully freed ; and in the gaiety of my 
heart, made her an offer of my perſon, 
ſuch as it was, without the leaſt expec- 
tation of being accepted; as I was, to 
my unſpeakable confuſion : ſhe per- 
ceived my diſappointment with a modeſt, 


but tender concern, and put me into a 
diſorder that I could not eafily recover. 

I knew my love tothe beautiful Almeda 
was a ſecret to every body but ourſelves, 
and if it had been known, I would do El- 
vira the juſtice to confeſs, there was a 
ſweetneſs in her temper almoſt incapable 
of malice: however, I durſt not diſco- 
ver the affair without Almeda's conſent; 
to whom I went in the height of m 
diſtreſs, to let her know the diſappoint- 
ment: ſhe grew pale at the relation, 
ſunk into my arms, and only ſpoke with 
tears; but ſoon left me, without letting 
me know her reſolution, till within a 
few hours I received the incloſed. 


TO BELLAMOUR, 


1 Beg you to forget, and never think 


of ſeeing me again, nor let any thing 
tempt you to violate your engagement 
to a dying father. It would be barba- 
rous in you to abandon the fair Elvira, 
who was an orphan caſt on the protec- 
tion of your family. Do not entertain 
one anxious thought for me: J was the 


care of Providence when I was unknown 


to you, and that will be my refuge m 
all future diſtreſs, — —Adieu for ever. 


I am juſt going to diſcover our mutual 
ſon to Elvira, and to ſhew her this 
etter, in hopes that compaſſion will pre- 
vail with her to refuſe me; and cannof 
but flatter myſelf with ſucceſs, from the 


gentleneſs of her diſpoſition. J am, in 
all the changes of fortune, ) dear 


Carlos, ſincerely yours, 
BELLAM OUR. 


See the Sequel of this ſtory in LETTER 
XVII. PAR II. | 


LET TEE iT, 


| TO PHILARIO, FROM THE DUKE OF —, WRITTEN ON HIS 
DEATH-BED. | 


EFORE you receive this, my final 
ſtate will be determined by the 
Judge of all the earth; in a few days at 
moſt, perhaps in a few hours, the inevi- 


table ſentence will be paſt, that ſhall. 


raiſe me to the heights of happineſs, or 
fink me to the depths of miſery, While 
you read theſe lines, I ſhall be either 
groaning under the agonies of abſolute de- 


js 3 5 1 
ſpair, or triumphing in the fulneſs of 


JOY» 

It is impoſſible for me to expreſs the 
preſent diſpoſition of my ſoul, the vaſt 
uncertainty I am ſtruggling with : no 


words can paint the force and vivacity 


of my apprehenſions; every doubt wears 


the face of horror, and would perfectly 
overwhelm me; but tor came faint beams 


of 
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of hope, which dart acroſs the tremen- 
dous glvom. What tongue can utter 
the anguilh of a foul fat; mended between 
the extrenies of in Ante joy, or eternal 
miſery I am throwing my laſt ſtake for 
eternity, and tremble and ſhudder for 
the important event. 

G. od God! how have I em loyed 

myfelf! what enchantment has he 44 me! 
* hat delirium has my life teen paſt! 
what have I been doing! while the fun 
in it's race, and the ſtars in their courſes, 
Have lent their beams, perhaps only to 
light me to perdition. 

"x NEVE r waked till now. 
juſt c eee the dignity of a rational 
bein, g: till this inſtant I had a wrong 
apprehenſion of every thing in nature; 
I have purſued ſhadows, entertained my- 
ff with dreams; I have been treafur- 
mg up duſt, and ſporting myſelf with 
the wind. I look back on my paſt lite, 
and, but for ſome memorials of infamy 
and gnilt, itis alla blank, a perfect vacan- 
cy. T1 might have grazed with the beaits 
of the field, or ſung with the winged in- 
habitants in the woods, to much better 
purpoſe, than any for which I have lived: 
and oh! but for ſome faint hope, a 
thouſand times more bleſſed had J been 
to have ſlept with the clods of the v alley , 
and never heard the Almighty fiat, nor 
waked into life at his command! 

I never had a jult apprehenſion of the 
ſolemnity of the part I am to act till now. 
I have often met Death inſulting on the 
Hoſtile plain, and with a ſtupid boaſt de- 
fed his terrors; with a courage as bru- 
tal as that of the warlike horſe, I have 
ruſhed into the battle, laughed at the 


glittering ſpear, and rejoiced at the found | 


of the trumpet; nor had a thought of 
any ſtate beyond the grave, nor the great 
tribunal, to which I muſt have been 
. ſummoned z 
Where all my ſecret guilt had been reveal d, 
Nor the minuteſt circumſtance conceal'd. 
It is this which arms Death with all 
it's terrors; elle I could ſtill mock at 
fear, and ſmile in the face of the gloomy 
monarch. It is not giving up my breath, 
it is not being for eve; inſenſible, as the 
thought at which I ſllrink; it is the ter- 
rible hercafter, the ſomething beyond the 
grave, at which I recall. "Thoſe great 
Pe: alities, which, in the hours of mirth 
and vanity, I have treated as phantoms, 
as the idle dre ms of ſuperſtitious brains; : 
theſe ſtart forth, and dare mt now in their 


moſt terrible demonitration. My awaken- 


I have but 


ed conſcience feels ſomething of that 
eternal vengeance I have often defie1, 
To what heights of madneſs is it pol- 


fidle for homan nature to reach? What 
extravagance is it to jeſt with death! to 


laugh at damnation! to {port with eter- 
nal chains, and recreate a jovial fancy 
with the ſrenes of infernal miſery ! 

Were there no impiety in this kind of 
mirth, it wo zuld be as ill bred as to en- 
tertain a dying friend with the fight of 
an Harlequin, or the rehearſal of a farce. 
Every thing in nature ſeems to reproac [1 
this levitv in human creatures: the 
whole creation but man 1s ſerious; man, 
who has the higheſt reaſon to he fo, 
while he has affairs of infinite confe- 
quence depending on his thort uncertain 


duration. A condemned wretch may 
with as good a grace go dancing to his 


execution, as the gr eateſt part of man- 
kind go on with ſuch a thoug htleſs 
gaiety to their graves. 

Oh, my Philario! with what horror 
do I ern thoſe hours of vanity we have 
waſted together! Return, ye loſt neglected 
moments! how ſhould [ prize you above 
the caſtern treaſures! Let me dwell with 
hermits; let me reſt on the cold earth; 
let me converſe in cottages; may J but 
once more ſtand a candidate for an im- 
mortal crown, and have my probation 
for celeſtial happineſs, 

Ye vain grandeurs of a court! ye 
founding titles, and perithing riches! 
what do ye now ſignify ? what conſola- 
tion, what relief can ye give me? 

1 have had a ſplendid paſſage to the 
grave; I die in ſtate, and languiſh under 
a gilded canopy; I am expiring on foft 
and d 7 0 pillows, „ and am ret! pectfully 

attended by my ſervants and phyſi clans: 
my dependents th, my fiſters weep, 
my father bends bencath a load of years 

and grief; ; my lovely wife, pale and 5. 


| 00h "conccals her inward anguiſh; my 


friend: the generous Py! lades, who was 
as my own foul, it pprefles his ſighs, 
and leaves me to hide his ſecret grief. 
But oh! which of theſe will anſwer 
mv ſummons at the high tribunal * 
which of them will bail me from the ar- 
reſt of death? who will deſcend into the 


_ dark prifen of the grave for me? 


Here they all leave me, after havin 
paid a few idle ceremonies to the breath- 
leſs clay; which perhaps may he re- 
poled in ſtate, while my ſoul, my only 
conſcious part, may ſtand trembling be- 


fore my Judge, My afflicted friends, 
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it is very probable, with great ſolemnity, 
will lay the ſenſeleſs corpſe in a ſtately 


monument, inſcribed with, 


Here lies the grea 
But could the pale carcaſe ſpeak, it would 
won reply 
——— Falſe marble, where? 
Nothing but poor and ſordid duſt es here. 
| COWLEs 


While ſome flattering panegyrick is pro- 
nounced at my Interment, I may per- 
haps be hearing my juſt condemnation 
at a ſuperior tribunal, where an unerring 
verdict may ſentence me to everlaſting 
infamy. But I caſt myſelf on his ab- 
ſolute mercy, through the infinite merits 
of tne Redeemer of loſt mankind. A- 
dicu, my dear Philario, till we meet in 
the world of ſpirits. 


LETTER AX 


FROM CELADON TO AMASIA, WHO HAD SEDUCED HIM INTO A CRIMINAL 
LOVE FOR HER. | 


| O O lovely Amaſia! whither have 
| you led my heedleis ſteps? into 
what paths of deſtruction have you ſe- 
duced me? I have done an action which 
will never bear the reflection of reaſon ; 
an action, that will ſtamp an endleſs ſtain 
on my character, and with which my con 
tcrence loudly reproaches me. 

J have ſinned againſt all the ties of ho- 
nour and gratitude. The generous man 
I have wrong'd, was the guardian vi my 
childhood, and the guide of my yet un- 
experienced youth, I am entering into 
the world under his conduct and proteg- 
tion, he has been more than a father to 
me; never was a truſt diſcharged. with 
greater tenderneſs and fidelity. May 
Heaven return it in a thouſand bleſſings 


on his head! — Should he ever leave an 


orphan like me expoſed, may it meet the 
ſame juſtice and humanity I have found 
from him! But, oh! may it never make 
ſuch a return! Let ſuch villainy never 
Rain his noble race, nor leave a blemiſh 
on his name 


Theſe thoughts bring back to my me- : 


mory all his gentle treatment; awake 
my young affections, and melt into chnd- 
iſh tears —Oh, could they waſh away 
my guilt, and reſtore me back to virtue ! 


Yet I'll look up. 
My fault is paſt: but, oh! what form of 
prayer | 


Can ſerve my turn! 


SHAKESPEAE, 


Curſe on the maxims of the world, and 
that impropriety of language, that would 
diſguiſe the baſeſt of crimes, with the 
names of amuſement and gallantry! Let 


me be ſingular, let me be unpolite, let 


me be unfaſhionably good, if I can but 
2ep my peace, and juſtify myſelf to my 
own conſcience! Let me inviolably ob- 
ſerve the rules of truth and juſtice, be 
fearleſs and open to the inſpection of God: 
and may everlaſting reproach reſt on all 
the modiſh appellations and refinements, 
that would ſoften the horror of a baſe 
and treacherous action ! 
Theſe were the principles in which the 


injured Altamont inſtructed me, and 


confirmed by his own great example. 
My mind had been elevated by the re- 
hearſal of heroick actions, and a love te 
the public intereſt, by a philoſophick for- 
titude, and the command of my paſſions. 
duch were the motives that governed me, 
till the fatal day came that made you 2 
bride to the deluded Altamont; from 


which unhappy period I may date my 


apoltacy from virtue. You taught me 


. ſofter maxims, and perverted the noble 


ardour of my toul into looſe and infa- 
mous deſigns; while you careſſed me 


with an open freedom, which my early 
years, and your huſband's affection for 


me, too eaſily excuſed; 

Till then I had been a ſtranger to love; 
and choughtleſs of danger, left myſelt 
unguarded to all your charms; ignorant 


whither the growing paſſion led, nor 


thought the pleaſure criminal, which L 


took in your converſation: but I wag 


ſoon ſoftened into tin, and unwarily took 


in the deadly poiſon, while you indulged 


the guilty inclination, and ſoothed me 


Into rum. 


What infernal deluſion perverted your 
judgment, when you preferred me to the 
man to whom you had given your vows ? 
The vaineſt of all your ſex might have 


lunited her ambition with tuch a con- 


queit, 
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queſt. If the moſt agreeable perſon, the 
beit temper, joined with unblemiſhed 
equity to man, and piety to God, ever 
claimed eſteem, he might juſtly challenge 
it from all that knew him. 

But he had a right-to your affection 
by a thouſand tender engagements, and 
by his entire confidence in your fidelity; 
not from any credulity of temper, but 
from his own innate honour, and a ſoul 
incapable of treachery or diſtruſt. With 


an artifice which only hell could teach, 


you have ſecured the eſteem of a man, 
who in all things elſe acts with the great- 
eſt judgment and penetration. 

It was the diſguiſe I ſaw you practiſe, 
that recalled me back to truth and ho- 
nour: in your crime I perceived my own 
'guilt, and abhorred the monſtrous part 
7 had been acting. While he, my guar- 
dian, my protector, had been fatiguing 
himſelf with cares and journies, to ſe- 
cure me from wrongs and injuftice; I 
m his own houſe proved a traitor to his 


honour, and invaded the moſt ſacred 
rights of his affection.— Oh, that he 


would appear to my view an enemy, a 


villain, any thing but a friend and bene- 
factor] Theſetitles confound and pierce 
my foul with the moſt exquiſite tor- 
ments. | | 

Tbe fever from which IT am juſt re- 
covered, was not half to threatening to 
my life, as the expreſhons of his kind- 
nets ; when with the tenderneſs of a fa- 


ther, and the benignity of a friend, he 


' watched my languiſhing intervals, and 


diſcovered the moſt affectionate concern 


for my life. How exquiſite was my re- 
morſe! Nothing but the dread of eter- 
nal vengeance could have kept me from 
putting an end to that life, for which he 
thewed fuch an unfeigned cencern, 
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My crime ſtood in all it's aggravations 
before me: the ſecret ſenſe of my guilt, 
was worſe than death or infamy; I ab- 
horred the diſguiſe of virtue, by which T 
deceived him : no conſideration, but his 
happineſs, could have reſtrained me from 
confeſſing my villainy, and giving my- 
ſelf up to his juſt reproaches ind ven- 
geance. I could haye ſiniled on death, 
and welcomed the fatal ftroke from his 
hand, could that have been an expiation 
for my guilt. 

But I had my peace to make with Hea- 
ven, and found another fort of expia- 
tion neceſſary to ſecure me from divine 
vengeance; fo that as much as I was 
tired with life, death was no refuge, nor 
could I fly to the grave as a ſanctuary: 
yet, as ſoon as ever my health permits, 
I am fully determined to make myſelf 
an exile from my native country, and 
fly the fight of my injured friend for 
ever. But 1 


— Where ſhall I find refuge? 

No barb'rous nation will receive a guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me 
out ! | | | | 

The wildeſt beaſts will hunt me from their 
dens, | 


And birds of prey moleſt me in the grave. 


J dare not ſee you, Madam, to take 
a laſt farewell: you have beauty, and 
Jam human; and after theſe convic- 
tions, ſhould the dangerous flame again 
kindle, I muſt fin away all hopes of for- 
giveneſs from God or man. Make what 
reparation you can to the beſt of huſbands 
by your future conduc: tis the laſt ad- 
vice you will receive from 
THE UNHAPPY CELA DON. 


LET TEN A. 


oO MY LORD , FROM A STATE SMAN. 


MY LORDS 
OUR commands are very oblig- 
ing, in giving me an opportunity 
to be 1mpertinent, by entering into a de- 


tail of my ſolitary amuſements, in this 


abſolvte retreat from all the polite and 
agreeable part of ſociety. It is well I 
have your gracious indulgence to talk 
of myſelf, and be the hero of my own 


romance; for, without vanity, I meet 


- 


nothing here more conſiderable; nor is 


it without juſtice that I claim the pri- 
vilege of perſonating the ſuperior part in 
the drama. 

Indeed I was never more ſenſible of my 
own dignity; abſtra& from buſineſs or 
diverſion, my mind retires within itſelf, 
where it finds treaſures till now undiſco- 
vered, capacities formed for infinite ob- 


je&s,defires that ſtretch themſelves mos 
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thelimits of this wide creation in ſearch of 
the great Original of life and pleaſure; I 
find new powers exerting their energy, 
ſome latent exerciſes, which till now, I 
have been a ſtranger to: I have indeed 
heard from the men, who teach ſuch 
holy fables, (as I then thought them) 
that the ſoul was immortal, and capable 
of celeſtial joys ; but J rather wiſhed, 
thau believed, theſe tranſporting truths, 
and put them on a level with the poets 
roſy bowers, their myrtle ſhades, and 
ſoft Elyſian fields; but now I am con- 
vinced of their evidence, and triumph in 
the privileges of my own being. I re- 
joice to think that the moment I begun 
to exiſt, I entered on an eternal ſtate, 
and commenced a duration, that ſhall 
run parallel to that of the ſupreme and 
ſelf- exiſtent Mind. | 

This proſpect animates me with a di- 


vine ambition, and caſts a reproach on 


all created glory: the world vaniſhes, 
it's charms and ſoft allurements are no 
more; a veil is caſt on mortal beauty, 
the ſpell is broken, the enchantment diſ- 
ſol ved. AT 

Vou ſmile, I know, and takethis for 
an imaginary triumph, a ſort of cow- 
ardly inſult, 1n the abſence of an enemy. 
You will tell me this contempt of gran- 
deux appears with an ill grace in one 
that has the poſſeſſion of a ſplendid poſt 
in the government; but this, my Lord, 
is what has given me a juſt opinion of 
the world, and of myſelf : a conſtant 
ſeries of ſucceſs and proſperity has con- 
vinced me, that the whole creation can- 
not make me bleſt: my ambitious de- 
ſigns have never been diſap inted; in 
love, by a ſtrange caprice of the ſex, I 
have been always fortunate; but what- 
ever pleaſure I purſued, the enjoyment 
always undeceived or diſguſted me: 
ſometimes I was too wiſe, and ſometimes 
too capricious, to be pleaſed. 

Why am I not at reſt? Why cannot 
theſe objects ſatisfy, or at leaſt delude 
me with a dream of happineſs? Why 
muſt I ſo exactly balance the weight of 
evil, that mingles with every good? 
Had I theſe reflecting powers to make me 
thus nicely miſerable? I am reaſoning 
away all the ſatisfa&tion of human life, 
and growing wiſe to deſperation: I can- 
not fo much as amuſe myſelf with an 
airy hope; I have tried all the vanities 


below the ſun, and there is no novelty 


left to flatter me; I know the utmoſt 
chat beauty and greatneſs can give, and 


am cured of love and ambition by expe- 
rimental evidence. | 
What a paradiſe, what laſting joys, 
did I promiſe myſelf in the poſſeſſion of 
the admired Aſpaſia? The yieldin 
beauty, by granting my deſires, loſt my. 
eſteem; her charms vaniſhed, her wit, 
was impertinence, and her artifice diſ- 
guſted me. This put a period to my 


gallantries: the women were no longer 


angels, but mere erring mortals, with 


whom I converſed on a level, without 
any temptation to idolatry. Balls and 


aſſemblies, dancing and dreſs, were no 


longer the ſubjects of my ſerious appli- 
cation, nor the ſupreme deſign 12 my 
being: I no longer intereſted myſelf in 
the ſucceſs of any modiſh entertainment; 
with great moderation 1 heard the grand 
controverſy who ſung beſt, Cuzzoni or 
Fauſtina; and I left the important truth 


to be decided by more capable judges. I 


yielded an implicit aſſent to every well- 
dreſt critick, who affirmed Mrs. 
was the beſt actreſs of Polly in the Beg- 
gars Opera; and never betrayed any in- 
temperate zeal, or breach of charity, 
againſt thoſe who diſſented: I knew 
every beau and fine lady in Great 
Britain had a right to judge for them- 


ſelves; and that being too poſitive might 


endanger the publick peace. 

But theſe ſoft follies were only diſ- 
carded for more ſpecious vanities: diſ- 
tinction and power, titles and equipage, 
now employed my thoughts ; ambition 
took full poſſeſſion of my ſoul: I reach- 
ed the envied height, and made myſelf 
gloriouſly miſerable. The period from 
whence I reſolved to date my happineſs, 
begun with diſtruſt and anxiety : inſtead 
of friends I found myſelf ſurrounded 
with flatterers, and mercenary depen- 
dents: impatient, and fatigued with the 
crowd, I ſometimes withdrew to my 
apartment, and in ſolitary grandeur 
tried what joys the contemplation on my 
quality and titles could give; The 
Mot Noble! The Right Honourable! 
Ve potent words!” I cried, © where 
is your energy !—Ye mighty ſounds, 
that once fired my Ton] ! where is your 
accuſtomed force? Have ye no pleaſ- 
ing magick to ſtill the tempeſt within? 


why can ye no longer recreate my ſpi- 
rits, nor ſolace my moments of leiſu re 
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© the glittering coronet, this popular toy, 
© todivert me? While I am ſurrounded 
K with 


Ye boaſted names of truft and power! 


and retirement? Is there nothing in 
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E' with the pageantries of ſtate, and fee (6 
© many badges of my own dignity, why 
6 does not my mind elate itſelf, and 
© brighten into ecſtaſy?“ One would 
think it impoſlible to be ſplenetick, with 
theſe fine panegyricks and elegant dedi- 
cations lying before me: here I find my- 
ſelf a hero, a wit, a handſome man, a 
virtuoſo ; and, to ſum up all, an uni- 
verſal bleſſing to mankind. This dar- 
ling theme, this catalogue of my own 
good qualities, one would imagine, thould 
gladden my heart, and give me ſome vi- 
Vacity; and yet really, my Lord, as 
agreeable as the ſubject of my own merit 
33, it would hardly have kept me awake, 
if the vexations of ſtate had not done it. 

My late indiſpoſition has given me a 
Juſt excuſe to withdraw from publick af- 
fairs. I have found a romantick retreat, 
furrounded with a charming variety of 
woods, open lawns, and flowery vales, 
in their uncultivated beauty : here I rove 
unattended and free, with no circum- 
ſtance of grandeur, but the conſciouſneſs 
of a reaſonable and immortal being. I 
have the joy to find I can ſtand on my 
own legs, and move from place to place 


with a tpontaneous motion, without the 


aſſiſtance of a painted machine, the pru- 
dence of my coachman, and'the vigour 
of my horſes. 

I have tried what dehghts were to be 
found in madneſs and folly, and am now 
in purſait of what wi ſdom and philoſophy 
can yield. In the fair creation I trace 
an Almighty Power, and fee the im- 
menſe Divinity impreſſed on all his 
works. Inſpired with a charming en- 
thuſiaſm, I addreſs the great Spirit of na- 
ture in theſe ſoliloquies: | 


Ye woods and wilds, receive me to your ſhade! 
Theſe fill retreats my contemplation aid: 
From mortals flying to your chaſte abode, 
Let me attend th' inſtructive voice of God! 


He fpeaks in all, and is in all things found 3 
I hear him, I perceive him all around 
In nature's lovely and unblemiſh'd face, 
With joy his ſacred lineaments I trace. 
O glorious Being! O ſupremely fair! 
How free, how perfect thy productions are! 
Forgive me, while with curious eyes I view 
Thy works, and bolafy thus thy ſteps purſue: 
The filent valley, and the lonely grove 
1 haunt; but oh! tis thee I ſeek and love: 
*Tis not the chant of birds, nor whiſp'ring 
breeze, 
But thy ſoft voice I feek among the trees: 
Invoking thee, by filver ſtreams I walk, 
To thee in ſolitary ſhades I talk: 
I ſpeak thy dear-1ov'd name, nor ſpeak in vain ; 
Kind echoes long the pleaſing ſound retain. 
Reviving ſweets the op'ning flaw'rs diſcloſe, 
Fragrant the violet, and the budding roſe; 
But all their balmy ſweets from thee they teal, 
And ſomething of thee to my ſenfe reveal. 
Fair look the ſtars, and fair the morning ray, 
When firſt the fields their painted ſcenes diſ- 
pl; | 8 
Glorious the ſun in his meridian height! 
And yet, compar'd to thee, how faint the light! 
Ador d Artificer! What ſkill divine! 
What wonders in the wide creation ſhine ! 
Order and majeſty adorn the whole, 
Beauty and life, and thou th' inſpiring ſoul: 
Whatever grace or harmony's expreſs'd | 
On all thy works, the God is there confeſs'd: 
But, oh! from all thy works how ſmall apart, 
To human minds, is known of what thou art! 
Fancy gives o'er it's flight in ſearch of thee; 
Our thoughts are loſt in thy immenſity. 


The thoughts are my own, but I am 
modett enough to confeſs the cadence 
and rhime are borrowed ; and as you are 
a patron of the Muſes, I believed the 
harmony would pleaſe you: but you are 
certainly overjoyed to find the rapture is 
finiſhed; and that, after this elevation, I 
am compoſed enough to ſubſcribe wy | 


elf, your Lord/hip's mefl devoted 5 
ſervant, : f 


* 


PHILANDERy 


LETTER M. 


TO MYRTILLO, FROM A PHYSICIAN, GIVING HIM AN ACCOUNT or Hls 
FALLING IN LOVE WITH A FAIR STRANGER. | 


MY DEAR MYRTILTo, | | 
H engagement I am under, t9 
attend the Earl of = in his ill- 
neſs, will detain me longer in the coun- 
try than I deſign'd; nor is this the only 
motive that has kept me here. 


I can conceal nothing of importance, 


without a breach of that confidence I 

have in you; nor can I deny myſelf the 

pleaſure of telling the tender ſtory of my 

care. | | 

You wall be ſurprized, that the prin 
Ing 
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who converſed in the Mall, the Play- 
houſe, and Opera, with ſuch indifference, 
ſhould turn a? in the country; but it 
is a ſerious truth, and will not admit of 
raillery: all my earthly happineſs is in 
ſuſpenſe, and depends on the fucceſs of 
this paſſion. 

Nor will you cenſure me, when I tell 
you that my conqueror is the lovely 
ſtranger, that appeared in public laſt 
winter with the Ducheſs of I 
did not ſee her then ; and if I had, buß⸗ 
neſs or diverſion might have guar ded me 
from the ſoft ſurprize: but all nature, 
every alluring circumſtance, conſpired 
here to vanquyſh and enchant me. 

The evening was fair, and with Mr. 
Thomſon's excellent poem on Summer 
in my hand, I took a walk, and read by 
intervals, till all my ſoul was compoſed 
and harmonious. 


Theſe are the haunts of meditation, theſe 


The ſcenes where ancient bards th' inſpiring 
breath 

Eeſtatic felt; and from the world retir'd, 

Convers'd with angels, and immortal forms, 

On heav'nly errand bent—to ſave the fall 

Of virtue ſtruggling on the brink of vice, 

To hint pute thoughts, and warm the fa- 
vour'd foul, 

For future rials fated to prepare. 


In this viſionary temper I had wan- 
dered about a mile from the Earl of 
's gardens and park, till I entered 
a ain valley, green and flowery as the 
Elyſian fields; a ſilver ſtream ran mur— 
muring along the middle, and willows 
in equal order adorned the banks. It was 
not perfect nature, ſomething of art ap- 
peared, but in the molt agreeable negli- 
gence: there were many. little moſſy ſeats 
raiſed along the ſides of the river; but 
what pleaſed me moſt was a grotto, which 
Jooked like the retirement of ſome ſylvan 
deity: I entered and loſt myſelf in a 
pleaſing contemplation, till the fight of 
the molt charming object I ever be- 
held, ſurprized me; ſhe ſeemed— 

Fairer than fam'd. of old, or fabled ſince 
Of fairy damfels, met in foreſt wide 
By errant knight Mit rex. 


Her ſhape and features were perfectly 
regular z her complexion clear as the 
light. — But I might as well paint vir- 
tue or harmony, as deſcribe the graces of 
her mien and aſpect; in which there was 
nothing of that gay and thoughtleſs viva- 
city, that moſt of her ſex think ſo be- 


coming; but ſomething ſo {erious and 


compoſed, ſomething that expreſſed a 
mind within conſcious of it's own "Pg 
nity and heavenly original. She ad- 
vanced till ſhe came near the arbour that 
concealed me; and then ſeating herſelf 
on the bank of the river, in a penſive 
polture, leaning her cheek on her hand, 
white as the new-fallen ſnow, with a ſoft 
and graceful accent the repeated the fol- 
lowing lines out of Sir Richard Black- 


more's fine poem on the creation: 


Thy force alone, Religion, death 8 


Breaks all his darts, and ev'ry viper charms; 
Soften'd by thee, the griſly form appears 


No more the horrid objeQ of our fears. 

We undiſmay d this awful pow'r obey, 

That guides us throꝰ the ſafe, tho' gloomy way, 
Which leads to life 


I heard her with a very tender con- 


cern, becauſe there appeared ſomething 


in her complex1on too delicate for a ſtate 
of confirmed health, which was perhaps 
what led her to ſuch a ſerious thought. 
While ſhe was going on, a ſpruce foot- 
man came to tell her ſupper was ready, 
and her father waited for her : ſhe roſe 
immediately, and followed the man at 
ſome diſtance. When they were gone, 
my curioſity ventured ſome paces for- 
ward, and at the end of the walk I per- 
ceived a pretty romantic pile of building, 
where ſhe entered. But the evening 


grew duſky, and I hafted back to the 


Earl's ſeat; and, retiring to my apart- 


ment, paſſed my time in writing this ad- 


venture, of which you ſhall hear the 
ſecs.iel in my nex. 


But I am grown a lover in one fatal 
moment; and in this deplorable cir- 


cumſtance, am your devoted bumble ſer- 
Vant, 


LEANDER, 
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who converſed in the Mall, the Play- 
houſe, and Opera, with ſuch indifterence, 
ſhould turn [over in the country; but it 
is a ſerious truth, and will not admit of 

raillery: all my earthly happineſs is in 
 ſulpenſe, and depends on the fucceſs of 
this paſſion. 

Nor will you cenſure me, when I tell 
you that my conqueror is the lovely 
ſtranger, that appeared in public laſt 
winter with the Ducheſs of 1 
did not ſee her then; and if I had, buſi- 
neſs or diverſion might have guarded me 
from the ſoft ſurprize: but all nature, 


every alluring circumſtance, conſpired 


here to vanquiſh and enchant me. 

The evening was fair, and with Mr. 
Thomſon's excellent poem on Summer 
in my hand, I took a walk, and read by 
Intervals, till all my ſoul was compoſed 
and harmonious. | 


Theſe are the haunts of meditation, theſe 


The ſcenes where ancient bards th' infpiring 
breath | 8 
Eeſtatic felt; and from the world retir'd, 
Convers'd with angels, and immortal forms, 
On heav*nly errand bent to ſave the fall 
Of virtue ftruggling on the brink of vice, 
To hint pwie thoughts, and warm the fa- 
vour'd foul, | : 
For future «rials fated to prepare. 


In this viſionary temper I had wan- 
dered about a mile from the Earl of 
's gardens and park, till I entered 
a winding valley, green and flowery as the 
Elyſian fields; a ſilver ſtream ran mur- 
muring along the middle, and willows 
in equal order adorned the banks. It was 
not perfect nature, ſomething of art ap- 
peared, but in the molt agreeable negli- 
gence: there were many little moſſy ſeats 
raiſed along the ſides of the river; but 
what pleaſed me moſt was a grotto, which 
looked like the retirement of ſome ſylvan 
deity: I entered and loſt myſelf in a 
plealing contemplation, till the fight of 


the molt charming object I ever be- 


held, ſurprized me ; ſhe ſeemed— 
Fairer than fam d of old, or fabled ſince 
Of fairy damfels, met in foreſt wide 
By errant knight Mit rox. 


ſome diſtance. 
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Her ſhape and features were perfectly 
regular; her complexion clear as the 
light.—But I might as well paint vir- 
tue or harmony, as deſcribe the graces of 
her mien and aſpect; in which there was 
nothing of that gay and thoughtle(s viva- 
city, that moiſt of her ſex think ſo be- 


coming; but ſomething ſo {erious and 


compoſed, ſomething that expreſſed a 

mind within conſcious of it's own dig- 
nity and heavenly original, She ad- 

vanced till ſhe came near the arbour that 
concealed me ; and then feating herſelf 

on the bank of the river, in a penſive 

poſture, leaning her cheek on her hand, 

white as the new-fallen ſnow, with a {oft 

and graceful accent the repeated the fol- 

lowing lines out of Sir Richard Black- 

more's fine poem on the creation: 


Thy force alone, Religion, death diſarms, 
Breaks all his darts, and ev'ry viper charms; 
Soften'd by thee, the griſly form appears 
No more the horrid objeR of our fears. 

We undiſmay d this awful pow'r obey, 
That guides us thro' the ſafe, tho? gloomy way, 
Which leads to life 27, 


I heard her with a very tender con- 
cern, becauſe there appeared ſomething 
in her complexion too delicate for a ſtate 
of confirmed health, which was perhaps 
what led her to ſuch a ſerious thought. 
While ſhe was going on, a ſpruce foot- 


man came to tell her ſupper was ready, 
and her father waited for her: ſhe roſe 


immediately, and followed the man at 
When they were gone, 
my curioſity ventured ſome paces for- 
ward, and at the end of the walk I per- 
ceived a pretty romantic pile of building, 
where ſhe entered. But the evening 
grew duſky, and I hafted back to the 
Earl's feat; and, retiring to my apart- 
ment, paſled my time in writing this ad- 
venture, of which you ſhall hear the 
ſecs.ie] in my nex. | 

But I am grown a lover in one fatal 
moment; and in this deplorable cir- 
cumſtance, am your devoted humble ſer - 


want, 


LEANDER, 


H 2 FETTER 
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LETTER M. 


TO THE SAME, RELATING THE DEATH OF HIS MISTRESS, 


M. laſt informed you in what a ſe- 
rious paſſion I was engaged; but 
the tragedy 1s now finiſhed, and Iam 
paſt the poſſibility of being happy in this 
world. 

A few days after my laſt adventure, 
there came a meſſage from a neighhour- 
ing gentleman, for me to attend one of 
the family, who was ill; I followed the 
ſervant, and found, to my ſurprize, it 
was the houſe where all my hopes were 


confined, I was immediately conducted 


to the apartment of my patient, who 
proved the lovely woman J had ſeen in 
my laſt ramble; the was fitting in a 
chair, pale and negligent, but perfectly 
graceful in the height of her diſorder. 
No words can expreſs my grief, when 
T found the ſymptoms of her diſtemper 
fatal: indeed the diſtraction of my 
mind was ſo remarkable, that ſhe could 
not but obſerve it; and perceiving her 
ewn danger in my concern, ſhe aſked 
me, without the leaſt emotion, © If I 
© was ſurprized to find her mortal] ?* but 
ſhe deſired me, ſince it was a truth of 
© which ſhe was entirely convinced, to 
© fpeak my opinion without the leaſt 
« flattery or caution. 5 
This true greatneſs of mind confirmed 
my eſteem, and heightened my concern 
for her life: but I was in the laſt exigence 


what to reply; I durſt not flatter her 


in the common ſtrain of my profeſſion, 
nor could I imitate that inſenſibility 
which the young heroine ated, in an 
event on which the future happineſs of 
my lite depended. 

I was aſhamed to weep; but while 


ſorrow kept me ſilent, the dying beauty 


told me, ſome intervals of diſorder ſhe 
Lately felt, had made the darkneſs of the 
grave, and the ſolemnity of a death- bed, 
tamiliar ſcenes to her imagination. 
Waiting for my laſt hour, added ſhe, 
without conſternation, I find this mor- 


methinks I find the nobler powers of 


R A a A «= 64 


tality. 
What are the laurels and trophies of 
Conquerors, compared to this ſcene of 


tal ſtructure ſinking into the duſt; but 


my foul Kkindling into life and immor- 


1 aA mn a „„ 


triumph, which now I could have en- 
vied? But my charming patient deſired 
ſhe might try to reſt, and I retired, re- 
ſolving not to go from the houſe till I 
ſaw the event. She lay as if ſhe lope 
till the morning, when I was haſtily 


called, and found her paſt all hopes, but 


of a few hours life: her ſenſes were 
perfect, and a ſort of languiſhing 
beauty aderned her face, charming be- 
yond all the vivacity of health. 

Theſe were ſome of her laſt words, 
uttered with a faint but pleaſing accent, 


the ſound of which I ſhall never forget. 


O Death! how haſt thou diſguiſed 
© thy terrors, and put on an angel's 
form to approach me! WlIſat welcome, 
© what tranſporting tidings, haſt thou 
© brought me! I come, thou kind meſ- 
* ſenger of my liberty and happineſs; I 
6 obey thy gentle invitation. 


When ſhall the curtain fall, and theſe bleſt eyes 

Meet all the dazzling wonders of the ſkies? 

Oh, rend the hated veil, and take away 

The dull partition of this brittle clay ! 

Come, heavenly day, which ne'er ſhall ſee a 
cloud! | 


Come, chearing ſmiles, from the bright face 


of God. 


41 ſee, methinks, the glimmering of 


© celeſtial light, and bleſs the dawning 


© of everlaſting day; the ſhadows are 
© flying, and the heavens opening their 
inmoſt glories before me: in a few 
© moments I ſhall enter the bliſsful ha- 
© bitations, the dazzling receſſes of the 
* Moſt High, whom I ſhall behold in 
full perfection, exalted in majeſty, and 
© complete in beauty: my hopes are 


© unbounded, I ſee no limits to my ex- 


« pectations; for in his preſence is ful- 
© neſs of joy, and at his right-hand are 
* pleaſures for evermore. 

With theſe tranſporting ſcenes be- 


excite my envy? What ſcene of plea- 
ſure could the whole creation diſplay 
to tempt me back ? The dark domi- 
nions of death, which 1 am paſſing 

through, 


fore me, what glorious mortal could 


- — 


* through, not. a captive, but a con- 
t queror, through the ſtrength of my 
c victorious Redeemer, who has led in 
« triumph all the powers of darkneſs. 
Millions of ages of happineſs are be- 
© fore me; the proſpect ſtretches to an 
© unmeaſurable length; my ſoul preſſes 
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forward, and calls eternity itſelf her 


© Own. 


At theſe words, cloſing her eyes, with 

a ſmile ſhe reſigned her breath, and left 
me, your moſt unhappy friend, 

L EAN DER 


LETTER XIV. 


FROM MYRTILLA TO HERMIONE, GIVING AN ACCOUNT OF THE FATAL 
| EVENT OF HER BROTHER S PASSION FOR HER, 


MY DEAR HERMIONEs 


1 Hope my laſt letter prepared you for 
the melancholy tidings, which this 


brings you of my brother's death. 1 


know the relation will heighten your 
grief and renew my own ſorrow; but 
reaſon ſignifies nothing, and proves but 
an empty name, in the tranſport of ſuch 

a tender paſſion, as now poſſeſſes all my 
ſoul. . 

After the fatal time that my father had 
extorted a promiſe from my brother, 
and charged him on his bleſſing never 
to ſee you more, I perceived an altera- 
tion in the gaiety of his temper, with a 
viſible decay of his health; but I could 
hardly perſuade myſelf love was the 
cauſe, imagining the ſoft paſſion in a 
youth of eighteen was eaſily diverted 
from one fair object to another. 

I was confirmed in this, by this oblig- 
ing and ſubmiſſive behaviour to my fa- 
ther, whole conduct in this affair was 
indeed arbitrary and ſevere; nor could I 

forbear making ſome ſecret reproaches on 
ſuch a rigorous impoſition, where there 
could be no objection made but to your 
fortune. 5 | 

However, filial affection was certainly 
my brother's governing principle, and 
he {till found ſome plauſible excuſes for 
that ſevere command, which cut off the 
brighteſt hopes he had of any earthly 
happineſs: his piety always ſilenced my 


reſentments, and pleaded my father's 


abſolute right to diſpoſe of him. 


But as much as he endeavoured to 
diſguiſe his paſſion from me, the incloſed 


will convince you of the inward anguiſh 
of, his mind, which he gave me the day 
before he died, and charged me not ta 
read it Bll his eyes were cloſed in death. 
My father, in the utmoſt diſtreſs, 
looked on the expiring youth, but durſt 
not examine into a {ecret, which would 


to 4 


have given him ther extremeſt regret to 


diſcover. My brother perceived his 
concern, and gave him all the conſola- 
tion he could, by owning his paternal 
care of his principles and actions; and 
returned him the molt pathetic acknow- 
ledgments, for the reftraints his autho- 
rity had put on ſome of his youthful 


follies. My father obſerved the kind 


intention, of this diſcourſe, which ſtill 
added to the anguiſh of his foul. 
© Be ſatisfied, my dear father,” ſaid 

the dying youth, be ſatisfied with the 
* determinations of Heaven: I might 
© have dragged out a long inglonous 
„life, loaded with infamy and guilt.“ 

Then, taking me by the hand, with a 
heavenly ſmile on his face, he ſaid 
Adieu, my dear ſiſter; I am rather 
falling into a gentle ſleep than dying: 
I feel no pain, and all within is peace- 
© ful and calm.“ And then cloſing his 
eyes, with a ſoft voice he repeated theſe 
words, and with them reſigned his 
breath: 


The angels call, they call me from above, 
And bid me haſten to the realms of love. 


My foul with tranſport hears the happy | 
doom | 


1 come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come! 


Earth flies, with all the charms it has in 
ſtore, © | 
It's ſnares and gay temptations are no more. 
We Heav'n appears, and the propitious 
dies | 7 


Unveil their inmoſt glories to my eyes, 8 


To mortals and their hopes J bid adieu, . 
And aſk no more the riſing ſun to view; 
For oh ! the light himſelf, with rays divine, 


Breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine, 


After this moving ſtory, whether I 
ought in prudence to let you ſee the in- 
cloſed, I cannot determine; but it is nat 


6 LETTERS MORAL AND ENTERTAINING, 


in my power to it a ſecret from m 

moſt Frithful deen. It will ſhew wb 
brother's height of virtue, in command- 
ang a paſſion ſo tender and fatal. I am 
unalterably yours, 
thy MYRTILLA. 


This is the letter he gave me ſealed 
the day before he died, with a charge 
not to open it till after he was dead: 


TO MYRTILLA, 


MY DEAR SISTER, 
I HATEVER care I have taken 
| hitherto to conceal my folly, I 
now confeſs it, that the fatal effect may 
warn you from giving up yourſelf to the 
government of an immoderate paſſion. 
t was this that haſtened my early deſtiny, 
and cut off all the noble ends of my 
was ſuch an enchantment, that all the 
motives of reaſon and religion could not 
free me from it: the improvements of 
art and nature, the love of my country, 
and the public welfare, had no ſhare in 


my thoughts: my piety was enervated, 


and the important end of my being neg- 
lected: I lived, and moved, and acted 
with no other deſign, but to pleaſe the 
caprice of my fair tyrant: 


Till my father, with the higheſt rea- 


ſon, endeavoured to reſcue me from the 


inglorious ſlavery. I was convinced of 


y love to the beautiful Hermione 


the kindneſs of his intention, and how 
much he confulted my honour and ad- 


vantage, in putting me under a ſolemn 


obligation, never to ſee the object of my 
dotage more. 5 f 
With the utmoſt violence to my tender 
inclination I kept my promiſe, and fell 
a victim to the ties of filial piety and 
truth. What regard I paid to thoſe ſa- 
cred names, Heaven was my witneſs, and 
how ſincerely I ſtrove to conquer the un- 
happy paſlion that poſſeſſed me. Aided 
by a Power Divine, I at laſt recovered 
my reaſon, but my health hourly declin- 
ed, and death is now advancing to re- 
leaſe me from all the remainders of er- 
ror and folly : the ſoft affections of my 
foul will be perfectly refined into a noble 
and ſeraphic ardour; I am. going to the 
fruition of immortal beauty, and un- 
mingled pleaſure; I ſhall gaze on the 
bright Original of all that's excellent and 
lovely ; I thall hear the voice of uncreat- 
ed harmony, ſpeaking peace and unut- 
terable extaſy to my ſoul. 5 
Adieu, my dear Myrtilla, my much 
loved ſiſter! May angels watch your ſteps, 
and keep you in the paths of virtue! 
Make it your ſtudy to ſoften my father's 
cares, and add no ſorrow to his hoary 
age: I fear he will carry his grief for 
me-to the grave; but oh! let ham never 
know the exceſs of my folly. I charge 
you not toſhew him a word of this letter, 
nor once reflect on his well-meant ſeve- 
rity. Farewel, till we meet in the bliſsful 


LETTER xv. 


TO MR. | — | 


"TURE inſtances of heathen virtue that 
you have collected, have ſomething 
in them, I confeſs, noble and ſurprizing; 
and your eloquence has ſet them in their 
full luſtre and magnitude: but there is 
2 Name, the Chriſtian boaſt and hope, 
that darkens all human glory, and which, 
with aſort of pious inſult, may be oppoſed 
to the moſt accompliſhed of your heroes. 
The poem I have encloſed on this lofty 
ſubjeR, is a paraphraſe on Mr. Craſhaw's 
Hymn' to the Name of IEsus, and there 
is little alteration of any thing, but the 
language. 


A HYMN TO THE NAME OF JESUS, 


A* AKE, my (oul! my glory riſe and ſing! 
** Awake, and all thy ſacred ardour bring! 
While for unuſual flight I ſpread a tow'ring 
wing: | 
Awake, my lute! proud of thy glorious 
theme, „ 
Let each harmonious ſtring 
Tremble with rapt'rous joy, and ſpeak the 
mighty name! as tf 
Aſſiſt me, ev'ry gentle ſound, 
Which ſtudious art has found; 
You that ſpeak with filver ſtrings, 
Or ſwell with tuneful breath, 
And lend the-coward wings, 
To meet the face of death: 


Yau 
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You that in the rural ſtrain, 

Echo thro! the peaceful plain, 
Delight the groves, and charm the guiltleſs 
ain; 

With you that various joys afford, 

Touch'd by a ſkilful hano, 
Which can the pow'rs of harmony com- 
mand, | 
And dance with graceful art along the tune- 
_— | 
You that with vocal muſic pleaſe the ear, 
- Your choiceft ſtrains prepare: 
The ſprings which move our inmoſt thoughts 
7 you know, 5 
And can their fierceſt rage controul, 
While from your lips torrents of plea- 
ſures flow, FS 
And overwhelm the foul, | 
Let all that nature graceful calls, or 
ſweet, 1 5 
In the glorious concert meet! 
Purling ſtreams, and falling floods, 
Sighing winds, and whiſp'ring woods! 
Let ev'ry bird of tuneful throat 
| 2 his free ungovern'd note; 
W 


ile hills and valleys catch the ſacred 


Hain, | 5 
And everlaſting echoes the bleſt ſound re- 
tain! | 
With Jzsvs we begin, his charming 
name | 
Shall fill the ſpacious ſong, 
And yield an endleſs theme. 
Taev'ry note the joyful word we'll place, 
Our ſoft preludiums this alone ſhall grace, 
And ev'ry cadence artfully prolong. 
New ſmiles already nature wears, 
All blooming looks and gay; 
The brighten'd ſun crown'd with freſh 
deams appears, | 
And darts a clearer ray. 
Tranſporting name? 
Whoſe accentsto the ranſom'd world proclaim 
Salvation, and immeaſurable grace, 
Peace and good will to all the human race; 
A purchas'd heav'n and open paradiſe, 
Vabounded joys anc never-ending bliſs... | 


Stupendous Jove ! 
Can man for this ungrateful prove ? 


{888 s the Saviour! what rebellious kneę 


ould not a ready homage pay to thee ? 


The martyrs glorious train, 
The noble votaries of old, 


In records of immortal fame enroll'd, 
Wore on their breaſts inſcrib'd, thy mighty 
name: | | 
By this, with ſacred fortitude inſpir'd, 
With heav'nly zeal and tranſport fir'd, 
They ran upon the pointed ſpear, 
And leap'd into the flame; 
Nor death could in a ſhape appear, 
But what with open arms they met, 
Deſpiſing all that rage could do, or proudeſt 
tyrants threat, 
Not hell itſelf their conſtancy could ſhake, 
It's deepeſt ſtratagems they brake, 
It's wildeſt fury trampled down, 
And ſeiz d with conqu'ring hands the ever« 
| laſting crown. IRE 
Jesvs the ſignal for the fight they choſe, 
And gave a glo:ious onſet to their foes: 
In vain the pow ts of earth and hell oppoſes. 
JE 8vs,ourconqu”ring chief! they cry'd; 
Jesvs! aloudthe ſounding ſkiesreply'd, 
Exalted Name! N. 
From _ the burning ſeraphs catch their 
ame. | 
Jesvs the God! 'tis they alone can tell, 
What treaſures in that title dwell. _ 
You happy ſpirits, that feel it's emphaſis, 
By this you ſtand confirm'd in bliſs, 
And know what boundleſs joys areftor'd. 
In this important word. 
The gtorious ſubject only ſuits 
The high ſtrain'd notes of your immortal 
| lutes. . 
Then join the choir, 
You bright muſicians of the ſkies, 
And with a well proportion'd fire 
| Inſtruct us how to riſe. 
Let your bleſt harps th'imperfect lay pro. 
long, | : 
Complete the bold defign, and cloſe th' ade 
vent'rous ſong. | 


LETTER .. 


'LADY JANE GRAY TO LORD GUILFOED DUDLEY. 


4 I H anguiſh that no force of words 
| can tell, 
5 theſe ſad lines I take my laſt farewel. 


ould I with leſs reluctance part from thee, 


Approaching death had no ſurprize for me; 
That ſolemn proſpeR ſhould my thoughts em- 
ploy 
And baniſh ev'ry tender ſcene of joy: 
But thou doſt ſtil) return upon my ſoul ; 
What force the ſoft temptation can controp[? 


I meet thee till reſiſtleſs in thy charms, 
Sigh on thy breaſt, and languiſh in thy 
arms. 

Ob, Guilford ! 'tis no wretched love of life 
That fills my thoughts with this uneaſy ſtrife, 


The flatt'ring blandiſhments of youthful 


years, | 
A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears; 
For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone 
J took the fatal proffer of a crown. 


Na 
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No fond ambition ſtain'd my guiltleſs mind, 
Inſpir d with paſſions of a gentler kind: 
With thee I would have choſe ſome calm re- 
treat, 
Far from the dull formalities of ſtate ; : 
How careleſs, how ſerene my fleeting hours. 
Had paſs'd in ſhady walks, and fragrant 
bow'rs, | 
Pleas'd with the murmurs of a ſmooth caſcade, 
Or near ſome cryſtal fountain, while it play's, 
Upon it's flow'ry verge, with thee reclin'd, 
My voice I to the melting lute had join'd, 
And footh'd thy foul with gentle trains of 
lov 
Anſwer'd by all the muſic of the grove. 
Where rove my thoughts? —Afiiſt me, 
Grace divine! | 
This laſt, this darling object, to refign ! 
Forgive this frailty of my tender years, 
This guilty fondneſs, and theſe female tears. 
Yet Heav'n my witneſs ſtands, 1 would not buy 
Ev'n Guilford's life, with one inglorious lye; 


Nor dare my tongue, for all theſe ample ſkies 


Contain, the form of ſacred truth diſguiſe. 


Be Rome ! be hell! in their revengeful pride, | 
1 heir flames, their racks, and tort'ring arts 


defy'd! 
A thouſand glorious witneſſes have ſtoad 
For this great cauſe, and ſeal d jt with their 
blood. 
Thou conqu”ring Leader of a ſhining train 


Of martyrs for thy teſtimony Hain! 1 


* 


In thy victorious Name I dare engage 

The utmoſt force of perſecuting rage: 

To men, to angels, be my ſoul unveil'd, 

Nor any part of heav'nly truth conceal'a ! 

The glorious cauſe that animates my breaſt, 

My lips with holy triumph ſhall atteſt; 

Atteſt rt with my laſt expiring breath, 

And ſmile on all the ſolemn pomp of death. 
But darker ſcenes before my fancy riſe, 

And nature, vanguiſh'd, ſinks in the ſurprize: 


To ſhake my utmoſt virtue, tis decreed, 


That thou to Rome muſt firſt a victim . 


How ſhall thy wretched wife that ſtroke ſur- 


vive! | 
An hour beyond will be an age to live. 
But, Guilford, keep thy ſacred truth unftain'd, 
And halt my immortality 1 is gain'd. 

Ye virgin ſaints, that, in your early bloom, 
From cruel tyrants met a fatal doom, 
That dy'd the honour of the Chriſtian faith, 
And boldly trod the ſame illuſtrious path 
To animate the youthful ſuff ' rer's breaſt, 
Appear in all your heav'nly glories dreſt ; 
Shew him your ſpark ling crowns, the bright 

reward 
For ſuch, diſtinguiſh'd conſtancy pre ar'd 1 
Open your roſy bow'rs, your bliſ-fu g ſeats, 
Vour gardens of delight, and ſoft retreats, 


Where gentle gales ambrofial odours blow, 


And ſprings of joy in endleſs currents flow; 
With ſmiling viſions recreate his ſoul, 
And ev'ry doubting anxious thought controul. 


UR TT ER Nui. 


LORD GUILFORD DUDLEY TO LADY JANE GRAY, 


AY ev'ry watchful angel guard thy life? 


My lovely princeis, and my charming 
wife! a c 
For thee I importune the ſkies with pray'rs, 
And waſte the tedious hours in gloomy cares. 
Were | from all the world but thee confin'd, 


Ta call my ſtars propitious ſill, and kind; 


Theſe priſon walls would provea ſafe retreat 


From all the reſtleſs factions of the great. 


Sink, curſt ambition, to thy native hell! 

And with thy kindred fiends for ever dwell ! 

Were I, my fair, again poſſeſs'd of thee, 

What toys were kingdoms, and their crowns, 
to me? 


Ingloriousin ſome b!iſsful ſhades 1's prove 


The filent joys of unmoleſted love. | 
Why was thy birth deriv'd from ancient 
kings! ? 

Our mis'ry from this fata greatneſs ſprings: 

Indu'gent love a gentler lot deſign'd, 

Nor form d for public cares thy guilileſs 
mind; 

Thy thoughts were all employ'd on ſofter 
themes, 

Tender and innocent as infants dreams: 


And yet—but beav'n that title diſallows 

A crown, methought, look'd glorious on thy 
brows. 

In ex' ry look, in all thy graceful mien, 

The brighteſt rays of majeſty were ſeen 3 

Imperial beauty fparkled in thy eyes; 

I gaz'd with ecſtaſy, and new furprize 

A thouſand times preſs'd thy lovely hand, 

And cry'd—* Twas form'd a ſceptre to com- 
mand l 

But theſe gay ſcenes for ever take their 

flight, 


Like ſome fantaſtic viſion of the night. 


O] could my death the angry queen E 
Could that alone a raging faction pleaſe, 
Unterrified 1'd meet the public ſtorm, + 
And challenge death in ev'ry dreadful form, 
But oh! what horrors riſe! - thy tender life! 
What wou'd I ſpeak? my lov'd, my beaute- 

* ous wife! 
What counſelean thy wretched huſband give! ? 
On any terms I fain wou'd have thee live. 
Forgive my ſtagg'ring faith, my coward heart, 
My better thoughts diſclaim this ſhameful 
part, 


What 
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What courſe can my diſtracting paſſions take, 
When thou, when truth, when heav'n itſelf's 
at ſtake? _ 

To endleſs darkneſs would I drag thee down, 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown ? 
May Heav'n forbid! —1'll be thy joy ful guide, 
Nor ſhall the fatal ſtroke our ſouls divide. 
O death! where is thy boaſted conqueſt now? 


Where are the frowas and terrors of thy brow ? 
* 


Thou haſt an angel's heav'nly form and air, 
Pleaſures and graces in thy train appear: 
Ten thouſand kind tranſporting ſcenes ariſe; 
Oh, come, my fair! they call us to the ſkies, 
Beauries, like thee, in nature'sear'y pride, 
Undaunted, for their ſacred faith havedy'g.; 
With their, with all th' iliuſtrious names ot 
oid, | 
The Britiſh glory, thine ſhall be inroll's. 


LETTER Num. 


ADAM, 5 


Cannot ſay you have turned me into 
1 an angel; I have too much modeſty 


to compliment you or myſelf with ſuch | 


miracles ; but you have certainly given 
an elevation to my mind, which I never 
before experienced: and without any de- 
fign, but doing you juſtice, I may own, 
that from a ſavage, I am become hu- 
man; and from anion regular and 
conſiſtent : from a lover, you have me- 
tamorphoſed me into a reaſonable crea- 
ture. However odd this confeſſion ap- 
pears, this is making you a greater com- 
pliment than ſwearing you have made me 
a lunatic, and a madman, 
glorious for you, to be valued by a man 
in his right ſenſes, than to be ſtared at 
by one quite out of his wits: my being 
more reaſonable, does not argue that you 
are leſs amiable. 


For inward greatneſs, unaffected wiſdom, 

And ſanctity of manners, impr ve your 
charms. | 25 
| ADDISON. 


You have convinced me, that Virtue 
is more than an empty name, that it is 
the molt ſacred reality. I ſee, I acknow- 
ledge, the bright Divinity: ſbe inſults 
my infidelity by a thouſand modern in- 
ſtances of her power; among the youth- 
ful and mature, the gentle and ſevere, 
/he boaſts her votaries: Virtue retires no 


more to cottages and cells, but, ſecure 


of public triumph and applauſe, fe 
makes the Britiſh court her imperial re- 
ſidence. 


and country. 


It is more 


yours. 


The God. ſs all her glorious felf appears, 


When CaRkOLINA s royal form the wears, 
With ev'ry conqu'ring charm fhe ſtands re- 
veal'd, | 


While ſabject bearts their gladallegianceyield. 


Long may this propitious Queen be 
the joy and boaſt of a great and happy 
nation | You find I am grown public- 
ſpirited: it is you have given this gene- 
rous ardour to my foul, and kindled the 
ſincereſt zeal for the honour of my king 
I grow impatient to draw 
my ſword in their defence, and would 
commence the hero: nor will I diſſem- 
ble the truth, but freely own to you, that 
in my ſtate of infidelity, my bravery was 
all affected, and often diſguiſed the moſt 
{laviſh terrors. - 

I perceive, Madam, it is my own 
panegyric I am writing, rather than 
Indeed, my character cannot be 
in better hands; I have certainly done 
myſelt juſtice, and been punctual in the 


_ recital of my good qualities; and with 


great modeſty have thought fit to propoſe 
myſelf as an example of the reformation 
of manners. FE 


You will conclude I am in a diſpoſi- 


tion to write a moral eſſay, rather than a 


love-letter, which was really my prime 
intention; but you haveridiculed all m 
figures of rhetoric on that ſubicct, ſo that 
I am forced to change my ſtyle, in my 
own defence: but I hope I am intelli- 
gible, in aſſuring you I am, without re- 
ſerve, Madam, your moſt devoted, and 
moſt humble ſervant, 5 
ALBANUS, 


I Irre 
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MADAM, 
I: is certainly better for yourſelf, and 
more for the ſecurity of mankind, that 
you ſhould live in ſome rural abode, than 
appear in the world; ſuch perſons as you 
are fatal to the public tranquillity, and do 
miſchief without ever deſigning it: but I 
muſt own, when belles and beaus retire 
ito country ſhades for the ſake of heaven- 


Iy contemplation, the world will be well 
reformed. A hermit's life might be 


tolerable, while the ſerious hours are di- 
vided between Hyde-Park and the Opera 
but a more diſtant retreat in the full pride 
of your charms and youth, would be 
very extraordinary. To beconvinced by 
ſo early experience, that mankind are 
amuſed only with dreams and fantaſtic 
appcarances, muſt proceed from a ſupe- 
rior degree of virtue and good ſenſe. At- 
ter a thouſand convictions of the vanity 
of their purſuits, how few Know the em- 
phaſis of thele few lines! 


Sweet ſolitude! when life's gay hours are paſt, 

Howe er we range, in thee we fix at laſt; 
To ſs'd thro' tempeſtuous ſeas{the voyage o'er) 

Pale, we look back, and bleſs the friendly 

ſhore, 8 

Our own ſtrict judges, our paſt life we ſcan, 

And aſk if virtue has enlarg'd the ſpan: 

If bright the proſpect, we the grave defy, 

Truſt future ages, and contented die. 


Tic KELLs 


Nothing is, perhaps, more terrible to 
the imagination than an abſolute ſoli- 
tude; yet I muſt own ſuch a retreat as 


oy 


diſengages the mind from thoſe intereſts 
and paſſions which mankind generally 
purſue, appears to me the molt certain 
way to happineſs. Quietly to withdraw 
from the crowd, and leave the gay and 
ambitious to divide the honours and 
pleaſures of the world, without being a 
rival or competitor in any of theſe advan- 
tages, muſt leave a perſon in perfect and 
unenvied repoſe. 

Without any apology, I am going to 
talk to myſelf; and what follows, may 
be properly called a digreſſion. 

Let me loſe the remembrance of this 
buſy world, and hear no more of it's diſ- 
tracting tumults ! Ye vain grandeurs of 
the earth! Ve periſhing riches and fan- 


taſtic pleaſures! what are your proudeſt 


boaſts? Can you yield undecaying de- 
lights, joys becoming the dignity of 
reaſon, and the capacities of an immor- 
tal mind? Aik the happy ſpirits above, 
at what price they value their enjoyments; 
aſk them, if the whole creation ſhould 
purchaſe one moment's interval of their 
bliſs. No: — one beam of celeſtial 
light obſcures the glory, and caſts a re- 
proach on all the beauty this world can 
beat, 85 | 
This 1s talking in buſkins, you will 
think; and, indeed, I may reſign crowns 


and ſceptres, and give up the grandeurs 


of the world, with as much imaginary 
triumph, as a hero might fight battles, 
and conquer armies, ina dream. 

In the height of this romantic inſult, 
I am, Madam, your moft obliged humbre 
ſervant. 


LETTER 


LETTERS TO CLEORA, 


LETTER HI. 


TO THE SAME, 


MADAM, 
Am certainly dead and buried, ac- 
cording to your notions of life; in- 
terred in the ſilence and obſcurity of a 
country retreat, far from the dear town, 
and all it's joys ; which, in your gay 
apprehenſions, cannot properly be called 


living. But for me, (who atk nothing 


but eaſe and liberty, in order to be happy) 
Jam willing to inform you, I am in a 
ſtate of exiſtence, and capable of the en- 
tertainment your wit would have given 
me, if you had been fo obliging as to 
have filled the blank paper you ſent : 
nothing could be more nicely malicious; 


nor is it poſſible for you to imagine, how. 
the fight of ſo much clean paper tox- 
mented me. How many ſparkling things 


could you have writ, and not exhauſted 


your ſtock, nor got the vapours by over- 


ſtudying yourſelf ! But I hope you will 
make me ſome reparation, by the length» 
of your next. I will not inſiſt on your 
writing ſenſe or reaſon, if that will be 
any privilege to you: but though nonſenſe 
from you would be a great novelty, it 


would coſt you ſo muſt pains to write it, 
that I am afraid you would fend me a 


ſhorter epiſtle than your laſt. I am, 


Madam, your moft obedient, &c. 


LETTER i. 


TO THE SAME. 


1 Have neglected writing ſo long, that 
I am almoſt aſhamed to own I am 
{ill alive: I ought to have died in pure 
civility, which would have been the only 
ſufficient excuſe for my ſilence. But, 
really, Madam, it coſts me more pains 
to indite an epiſtle to you, than it would 
to write a book to ſome ſort of readers ; 


and I cannot help wiſhing I had more 


wit, or you a great deal leſs. 

Your prohibition of Lilliput paper, 
will drive me to great extremities ; and, 
what I moſt fear, will often prove a ſe- 
vere exerciſe to the patience of my gentle 
reader. I am reduced to a neceſſity of 
talking of this world, or the next: fcr 
the zext, you are ſo happy at preſent, 


% 


that you may not be always diſpoſed to 
think of fo ſolemn a ſubject ; and for t{:5, 
I am entirely ignorant: my converſation 
is confined to whiſpering trees, and mur- 
muring brooks, and I cannot give you 
the leaſt intelligence of what paſſes among 
mortals, 

My fate, Madam, is juſt the reverſe of 
yours: you had a great many things in 
your head, but wanted paper; I have 
clean paper enough, but nothing at aid 


in my head; tis a vacuum, a diinal 


emptineſs; and unleſs I fill the vlank 
paper with a curious flourith of a true 
lover's knot, I muſt ſubicribe, Madam, 
Your moſt obliged, humole jervant, 


LETTER-IV: 


MAPAM, 


HE Hlwan ſcenes never appeared 


more beautiful, (not even in Mr. 
Pope's Paſtorals) than in thoſe ſoft lines 
you encloſed: I hope you will find all the 
| Joys that peace and innocence can give, 
an your charming retreat, Your de- 


ſcription has led my imagination through 
a thouſand enchanting icenes: I wiſh you 
may long enjoy thoſe fine walks you are 
contriving ; not that I wifn you may ice 
as many returning ſprings, as the fair 
damſels before the Deluge, when an in- 
ſulting beauty might take fifty years 

12 Tae 
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deliberation to anſwer.a Billet-doux, and 
act the tyrant five hundred eee in the 
full pride of her charms. But you ſhew 
no ambition at all of this nature; and I 

am perſuaded, it is no manner of morti- 
| fication te vou, that your conqueſts are 
hmited to a ſhorter date. 

I am going, Madam, to put you in 
mind again, that you are mortal. I fancy 
you open my letters with as much gra- 
vity as you would a funeral ſermon, and 
read them with the fame ſeriouſneſs : but 
you ſeem pleaſed with theſe ſubjects, and 
amidſt the brighteſt advantages of youth 
and fortune, are a reaſonable creature, 
as well as a fine lady. Theſe ſort of re- 
flections from me are not the vapours ; 
I am pretty free from the ſpleen, as you 
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know all half-witted people are: but, in 
the gayeſt diſpoſition, death would have 
a diſmal view, and wear ten thouſand 
horrors, if an immortality beyond it did 
not brighten the ſcene. | 

Without this proſpect it would not be 
worth the while to begin a generous 
friendſhip: when we have ſeen a few 
more ſetting ſuns, (for riſing ſuns ſome 
people never ſee) when a few more flying 
hours are paſt, with life to reſign the moſt 
cad human ſatisfactions, would 
heighten all the horrors of the grave. 

I might with leſs trouble recommend 
ſome good book to your peruſal, and 
keep this divinity for my own uſe. You 
vrill be overjoyed that I am come to a 
concluſion, and am, Madam, your's, &c. 


4 % 


ELT TEES -.V. 


MADAM, en. 
OUR reflections on -s death 
have ſomething in them fo juſt and 
agreeable, that I am recompenſed tor his 
lols, whatever damage the reſt of the 
World ſuffer by it. | 
It pleaſes me to find you ſo often re- 
turning to a ſubject, that moſt people take 
10 much pains to avoid. If mortality is 
the pride and happineſs of human nature, 
why ſhould it not be mentioned with the 
fame gaiety with which we talk of other 
agreeable things? The other world is at 
leaſt a greater novelty than this; nor is 
it ſuch a.glorions round of action, to eat, 
to drink, and ſleep, that people ſhould 
have an averſion to think, if not to try 
what a variety of enjoyments a future life 
will give them. 
the deſign of all the thoughtleſs amuſe- 
ments the wit of man can invent. What 


Monſieur Paſchal ſays, is perfectly juſt. 


L origine de toutes les occupations tu- 


But to forget this, is 


TO THE SAME. 


multuaires des hommes, et de tout ce qu” an 


appelle divertiſſement ou paſſe tems, eft en 


effet que diy laiſſer paſſer le tems ſans le 
ſentir, ou le plitot ſans le ſentir ſoymime, 
et di ewiter en perdant cette partie de la 
Die ledegoittinterieur. L'ame eſt jets dans 
le corps pour y faire un ſejour de peu de 
durèe. Elle ſgait que ce neft qu un paſ- 
ſage à un voyage eternel, et qu” elle n' a 
que le peu de tems que dure la wie pour 5'y 
preparer. Mais ce peu, le commòde ſi fort, 
et Pembaraſſe ſi etrangement, qu elle ne 
ſonge qu a le perdre. Celuy eft une peine 
inſupportable a wire et de penſer a ſoy. 
Ainſi tout fon ſoin eft de c' oublier ſoy- meme, 
et de laiſſer couler le tems fe court et fi pre- 
tieux ſans reflection, en Soccupant des 
choſes qui Pempechent diy penſer. : 
I will ſtop here, or you will certainly 
think JI am going to tranſcribe the whole 
book, to ſave you the trouble of throw- 
ing away your money on a Moral Eſſay : 
and perhaps, Madam, you may not be 


* This is the ground of all the tumultuary buſineſs, of all the trifling diverſions amongſt 


men; in which our general aim is to make the time paſs off our hands without feeling it, or 

rather without feeling ourſelves, and by getting rid of this ſmall portion of life, to avoid in- 
ward diſguſt. The ſoul is ſent into the body to be the ſojourner of a few days: ſhe knows 
thar this is but a ſtop, till ſhe may embark for eternity, and that a ſmall ſpace is allowed her 
to prepare for the voyage; and yet this moment which remains does ſo ſtrangely oppreſs and 
perplex her, that ſhe only ſtudies how to cloſe it: ſhe feels an intolerable burthen, in being 
obliged to live with herſelf, and think of herſelf, and therefore her principal care is to forget 
herſelf, and to let this ſhort and precious moment paſs away without reflection, by amuſing 
berſe f with things which prevent the notice of it's ſpeed, 
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in ſo grave a humour, as when you wrote 
laſt; for all human things are chauge- 
able, and have ſometimes good, and 
ſometimes evil diſpoſitions z and in what 


circumſtance this will find you, is an un- 


certainty to, Madam, your moſt obedient, 
and mot humble ſervant, 


LETTER VL 


TO THE SAME, 


Jou will find, Madam, to your 
orief, I have not hired the carrier 


to loſe the large paper you ſent me; but 


I have certainly more compaſſion for you 
than to fill it, One wonld think you in- 
. tended I ſhould write a Weſtern Journal, 
and give you a full and true relation of 
all the ghoſts and apparitions that are 
ſeen in the county of 
are the only remarkable events which 
happen here. 5 
Theſe are the regions of ſleep and re- 
poſe, not of action: for my own part, I 
neither hope, nor fear, contrive, nor deſign 
any thing, that relates to this mortal life; 
but am as much at reſt as the people that 
are ſleeping in their ſepulchres. I am in 
{ome doubt whether I belong to the ſo- 
_ ciety of the living or the dead, and am 
a to aſk myſelf— 


Is this exiſtence real, or a dream? 


T cannot perſuade myſelf to wiſh 
you any thing but jult what you are, a 
mere earthly creature. It would be too 
great a diſadvantage to find you in a 
rank of beings ſuperior to mortals: I am 


: for theſe 
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ſo ſenſible of the diſtance at preſent, that 
I cannot wiſh you 1n a greater elevation. 
It I aſked any thing, perhaps it would 
be to ſet you more on an equality, that 
I might have an opportunity to convince 
you how fincere and diſintereſted my 


triendſhip is. 


By your account, L— B=— lives a 
very unactive and inglorious life: though 
he has been ſo long as four months in 
the world, he has had ſo few adventures, 
that I can but juſt ſtretch my invention 
to compoſe half a ſong for him: 


Thou pretty, ſmiling, guiltleſs thing! 
Of thee what can the Muſes fing ? 
Unleſs they ſpeak in propheſy, 

How great a hero thou ſhalt bez 
Thy country's patron, and the grace 
Of 's long illuſtrious race. 


With verſe and proſe, reflections gay 
and ſerious, ſome with a meaning, and 
others without any meaning at all, I am 
at laſt, to your unſpeakable ſatisfaCttion, 
come to an end of this fine epiſtle, and 
am going to ſubſcribe myſelf, Madam, 


LETTER VII. 


TO THE 


MADAM, _ | 

F OUR concern for. Lord —— is 
the moſt melancholy circumſtance 
in the account you have given me of his 
death. The toil, the long fatigue is 
_ paſt, and all to come is reſt and endleſs 
ty. The happy ſpirit 1s for ever wan- 

dering now, 


—Thro' boundleſs realms of bliſs, 
Where pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal ſpring, 


You expreſs yourſelf with ſo much 
good ſenſe and true greatneſs of mind 
on this occalion, that nothing eould ict 


SAME. 


your character in a more agreeable light; 
the death of your friends ſeems to recon- 
cile your thoughts to the unknown re- 
gions. 

With regard to yourſelf, it might bed 
no diſadvantage to quit the world fo 
early: to die in the pride of life, and all 
the ſplendour of youthtul virtue, has 
ſomething far more glorious than to lan- 
guiſh out the dregs of life in the exerciſe 
of no virtue but patience. 

You find, Madam, I am perſuading 
you to die with great compoſure: I ſup- 
pole you think yourſelf obliged to - 

vr 


68 
for reſigning my friends to their deſtiny 
with ſo much calmneſs and ſubmiſſion; 
but really tis in mere charity to you; 
for if you grow wiſe ſo ſoon, I cannot 
imagine how you will fill up the te- 
dious round of threeſcore years and ten, 
if Heaven, for the happineſs of man- 
kind, ſhould continue your lite to that 
date. 

How many pe would ſuſpend their 
part in the joys o ee till the hea- 
vens are no more, for the moſt trifling of 
theſe amuſements which you deſpiſe ! 
But while you think fo juſtly of this 


world and the next, I muſt confeſs, the 
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manner of life, to which your quality 
confines you, excites my compaſſion. 
Indeed, you may diſpenſe with me for 
practiſing this height of charity, while 
you are the object of almoſt every body's 
envy. But be as happy as the world 
can make you, tis all but ſleeping and 
dreaming; and as Mr. Law ſays, being 


© amuſed with a vain ſucceſſion of ſha- 


0 dows. 

This quotation you may imagine, is 
to ſhew my great reading: when I am 
writing to you, I would indeed ſhine with 
every advantage; but the height of my 
ambition is being, Madam, your's, &c. 


LETTER: VII. 


TO THE SAME, 


MADAM), 


Find it is generally a very ſelfiſh mo- 


tive that made me write to you, my 
deſign being to extort an anſwer. If 
you had but ſo much diſintereſted cha- 
rity, as to-write without expeCting a re- 
ply, I ſhould certainly receive the favour 
with the utmoſt gratitude and modeſty : 
however, it is well that you —_— my 
talent of impertinence, and never ſtrictly 
inſiſt on common ſenſe. 

At preſent I cannot entertain myſelf, 
much leſs you; the creation ſeems to 
want variety, and I am as much inclined 
to cry for more worlds as Alexander the 


Great was, only my uneaſineſs is for the 


ſake of novelty ; for J have little ambi- 
tion, not enough to leave you in an er- 
ror, though to my own advantage. 

I would not maliciouſly lefſen myſelf, 


nor detract from my own good qualities, 


which certainly appear to my view in 
their full magnitude; yet ſuch is the force 
of truth, that I muſt confeſs, you have 
given me a ſort of imaginary character, 
and I am an heroine of your own mak. 


ing; as great minds always ſuppoſe they 


find in others the ſame virtues they really 
poſleſs themſelves. TO 

My letter is of a convenient length, 
and you will now gladly diſmiſs your 
moſt humble ſervant, 
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BY ANOTHER HAND. 


LETTER” 1: 


Was ſo far from thinking your let- 
I ter the effect of the ſpleen, that I am 
perſuaded it was written in one of your 
gayelt intervals: to a mind turned like 
yours, the thoughts of death muſt be all 
ſerene and agreeable. I fancy you will 
be pleaſed with theſe lines, which Mon- 
ſieur Menard ordered to be written over 
his cloſet- door *. | 


Las d'eſperer & de me plaindre, 
De l'amour des grands & du ſort, 
C'eſt ici que j attens la mort, 

Sans la deſirer, ou la craindre. 


© Ceft bien le cbaractere, le plus beau, & 
© le plus rare qu'on peut avoir: — This 
© character is the beſt, fineſt, and moſt 
rare that we can poſſibly have. But the 
eternal hurry that attends an exalted ſta- 
tion, needs a higher pitch of virtue, to 
keep the mind in a proper temper to 
meet our diſſolution, than is generally 
attained ; and dying in pomp gives a 
thouſand terrors to the fatal period, 


Had I been born ſome humble villager, 
And in a peaceful cottage paſs'd my days, 
Far from the guilty pageantry of courts, 
In innocence my life had calmly paſs'd, 
And with a ſmile I might reſign my breath. 


The world has, I think, as fe charms 
for me, as for moſt people of my age: 
but I muſt own, I feel a ſort of reluc- 
rance to part with every thing below, 
and a dread to enter on thoſe unknown 
regions, from whence none return te tell 
us what they tind. 

Betwixt the whiſtling of the wind, and 
the roaring of a fall of water, I have at 


preſent a ſolemn and agreeable concert, 


and cannot help addreſſing myſelf with 
Mira to the winter— 


To thee my gently drooping head I bend, 
Thy ſigh, my ſiſter, and thy tear, my friend? 
On thee I muſe, and in thy haſt' ning ſun 
See life expiring, ere 'tis well begun: 
Thy fick'ning ray, and venerable gloom, 
Shew life's laſt ſcene, the ſolitary tomb. 


Adieu, 
CLEORA. 
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(XJ HITHER mall I dire& for 
you? Are you ſtill an inhabitant 


of the earth, or aicended to the æthereal 


regions? Am I addreſſing a mortal, 
or an immortal ſpirit? In what language 
muſt I ſpeak? If you are till in this 
world, I am determined to moleſt you ; 


and I hope this letter will find you in 


the midſt of ſome agreeable reverie, and 
chace the gaudy viſion from your fancy. 

I cannot praiſe your virtue in becom- 
ing a recluſe, and getting a victory by a 
cowardly flight : I would have you raiſe 
your character by venturing into this 
wicked town, and by deſpiſing the world 
in the midſt of dazzling temptations. 


* Weary'd with hoping and bewailing, 
For love of Fortune and the Great, 

No wiſh or fear of Death prevailing, 
It's comiag patiently I wait, 


To 


— TO ung” IIa 
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To read a treatiſe of devotion, inſtead 
of a new play, and preſerve your ſerious 
temper, ſu rrounded with vanity and di- 
verſions, would be a more heroical part, 
than enjoying an inglorious tranquillity 
among purling ſtreams and flowery 
meadows. 

Beſides, here would be the addition 


of mortification to heighten your virtue: 


for you would ſcarce find the crying of 
ſimall. coal as harmonious a ſound as the 
warbling of nightingales; nor the ſmell 
of /ea-coal ſmoke, as fragrant as the 
breath of opening violets and primroſes. 

But my compariſons are ſo much to 
the advantage of the country, that I am 


afraid you will tuſpe& my advice to be 


the effect of envy; and I had as good 
throw off a diſguiſe, and own that at 
preſent my way of living 1s a ſeries of 
unpertinence; and were it to continue 


Far rather would I in ſome humble cell, 
Diſtant from all that's gay, for ever dwell, 
Than waſte my flying hours, and thus divide 


My time *twixt folly, calumny, and pride; 


Stiil trifling, thus debaſe the gift of ſenſe, 
And live the ſlave of dull impertinence, 


J have not yet had the curioſity to ſee 


the new opera; the weather is fo hog 
that I think ſhady groves and cryſtal 
ſtreams more refreſhing than a crouded 
theatre. Indeed, the town was never 
more diſagrecable to me than now: I 
with I knew whether it proceeds from 
being more wiſe, or more dull; J am 
afraid the latter; for as to an increaſe of 
wifdom, I cannot ſay J am ſenſible of it 
in any other inſtance. | 
The greateſt happineſs, perhaps, that 
can be attained in this world, is only in- 
ſipid indolence, and not any real plea- 
ſure. How different does it prove from 
thoſe gay viſions that youth forms to it- 
felf, when it firſt launches out into the 
flattering ocean! How ſoon do tempeſts 
of trouble and confuhon riſe, while no- 
thing is ſo common as the deſire of long 
life; and ny how ſmall a part of man- 
kind would care to trace back their 
lives again in the ſame ſteps they did 
before! Though perhaps the only variety 
would be, to change one folly for ano- 
ther; to quit the playhouſe for ombre, 
or the gentle ſtrains of the opera for 
the ſerious contemplation of their own 
dear perſons in a looking-glaſs. I am 
Jour g, | | 
CLEORA. 


r 


T Beg you not to write any more on Lil- 

liput paper: I am almoſt afraid to 
open your letter, for fear of finding, af- 
ter a reſpectful margin, Madam at the 


top, and your name at the bottom, and 


trackleſs waites of blank paper between, 
for me to fill up at my leiſure, TO 

You will be ſurprized to find, that at 
a time when my health is declining, I 


mould be planting trees, and laying out 


walks, as if I thought I had two or three 
hundred years to enjoy them. I need 
not aſſure you, I have no ſuch expecta- 
tians; but it gives me an innocent de- 
light to form theſe ſylvan ſcenes in an 
irregular manner, and with a ſecret art 
to imitate nature in her negligent ap- 
pearance. 

J have no giants in yew, nor tygers 
or birds in holly; but inſtead of them, 
firs and pines, that grow juit as nature 
deſigned them; and fo intermixed with 


woodbines, ſyringas, and other flowery 
ſhrubs, that in a few months they will 
be a perfe& wilderneſs of ſweets. | 
The ſatis faction I take in this under- 
taking, makes me often fancy I am not 
ſincere in my thoughts of ſoon leaving 
it: Jam as buſy in my garden, and as 
much ſurfeited with he Grande Monde, 
as ever Diocleſian was. . 
Sento qualche ſtupidita che me impe- 


diſce digodere una vita ne la corte piena 


di ſplendore e cerimenia, tanto che quella 
chi ſi trova nella campagna ſenza gloria 
et ſeua turbenza. _ 3 
Every plant that flouriſhes gives me a 
pleaſure, and every drooping tree infe&ts 
me with languiſhing; I watch every de- 
cay among my flowers, as a celebrated 
beauty would do grey hairs, or wrinkles. 
I have two or three ſheep that per- 
plex me as much as le Berger Extrava- 


gant's flock did him; and were I to in- 


® 1 fee! within me a kind of fAupidity which hinders me to enjoy that happineſs at a 
court taken up with ſplendour and ceremony, that J reliſh in a country life free from pomp 


and hurry. 


dulge 
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dulge my rural delights, and return no 


more to the noiſy town, I ſhould fall 
into the moſt ſoothing and agreeable 
madneſs imaginable. 


Come, Amaryllis, come, and with me ſhare 
The blooming woodbines, and the fragrant air, 
Together o'er the flow'ry walks we'll rove, 
Or ſit beneath the ſhelter of the grove: 
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While flocks upon the hills around us bleat, 
And echoes to the ſtreams their voice repeat. 
Among the willows in a gloomy ſhade 

By nature form'd, there ruſhes a caſcade; 
Upon it's banks you undiſturb'd may lie, 
While contemplation wafts you to the ſky. 


CLEORA. 
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P* OPLE ſeem at preſent more bu- 
fily employed in preparing for the 
King's birth-day than for their own 
laſt; and appear to be in greater anxiety 
for a ſeat in the dancing-room, than for 
2 ſeat in Paradiſe. | 

I was laſt night with ——; a barge 
of muſick followed us; but in the midſt 
of this gaiety your letter was not the 
only thing that put me in mind of mor- 
tality: I had ſuch a violent pain in my 
head, that neither the wit of the compa- 
ny, the ſoftneſs of the muſick, nor the 
beauty of the evening, could give me any 
ſincere delight.—It pleaſure be the lot 
of man, it muſt be in ſomething beyond 
the grave; for on this ſide conſtant ex- 
perience tells us, all is vanity. 


7 


But this confeſſion has hardly any in- 


fluence on human conduct; for people 
in a high rank muſt often act againſt 
their reaſon, to avoid being thought un- 
faſhionable; and for fear of being thought 
mad by the modiſh world, mult act in a 
manner which they are ſenſible is being 


LETT 


"RE news of my Lord ———'$ 

death has been ſo great a ſhock to 
me, that I wantall your arguments againſt 
long life, to reconcile me to the ſhortneis 
of his, at the latter end of ſeventy years: 
I have much ado to think that he did 
not die too young, ſince he had ſtrength 
enough to endure the moſt exquiſite 
torments. I loved him moſt ſincerely 
as à relation, and eſteemed him as a 
moſt valuable and faithful friend. My 
thovghts are continually employed a- 
bout him, and I grieve for my own loſs, 
and rejozce at his gain in the ſame mo- 
ment; and cannot forbear following him 
with my ſpeculations to the manſions of 
«ternal peace, and enquiring with Mr. 


truly fo, to keep in vogue with their polite 
contemporaries. 5 

I cannot forbear thinking with my- 
ſelf, that if a being endowed with rea- 
ſon and a capacity of judging, (an in- 
habitant of another planet, and an ut- 
ter ſtranger to our nature) could take 
a view of our actions, he would be at a 
loſs what to imagine we were; and had 
he no informer, but were to judge by 
our conduct, he would certainly ei- 


ther imagine that we were a ſpecies 


who were inſured always to live in the 
world we now inhabit ; or elſe, that at- 
ter enjoying ourſelves here as long as 
we could, we were to be inſenſible for 
ever, without the leaſt expectation of a 
future judgment, puniſhment, or re-' 
ward, b 

You would hardly make an apology 
for deſiring me to write to you, if you | 
knew how much pleature the injunction 
gives to your's unalterably, 


CLEORA. 


ER . 


Tickell, in his verſes on the death of 
Mr. Addifon— 


In what new region to the juſt aſſign'd, 
What new employments pleaſe th' unbody'd 
mind ? 7 | 
A winged virtue, thro” th' ethereal ſky, _ 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly? 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of Heav'n's decrees, where wond'ring angels 
gaze? | | 
Does he delight to hear bold feraphs tell 
How Michael battled, and the Dragon fell? 


Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love? — | 


I cannot help fancying, how his ſoul 


is charmed to find itſelf at liberty, and no 


R longer 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


longer chained to an infirm body, which 
continually clogged 1t in all it's opera- 
tions. How is he tranſported to be ad- 
mitted to the preſence of God his Sa- 
viour! And with what delight (if we 
may be allowed to conjecture that he re- 
members her) will he ſee his wife, for 
whom he has ſhed ſo many tears, in all 


the pomp of celeſtial glory! With what 
pleaſure will he gaze upon the ſkies, 


while they unfold their ſparkling trea- 


ſures! and with what joy and wonder 
obſerve the planets in their courſes, and 


look into all the deep philoſophy of hea- 


ven! With what attention liſten to the 


ſongs of angels, while they tune their 


golden hy res to the praiſe of God and of 
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theLamb! And how will his heart over- 
flow with gratitude to his Saviour, while 
he reflects on what he ſuffered to purchaſe 
theſe pleaſures for him! TY 
When I conſider the advantages of his 
change, I blame my grief: and yet who 
can forbear to lament the beſt of friends, 
the honeſteſt of men, and the moſt agree- 
able companion that ever was? eſpecial- 
ly in an age like this, where ſo little ho- 
nour, triendſhip and ſincerity, are to be 
found. But I am not going to write a 
ſatire upon mankind, and therefore will 
ſay no more, but that I am faithfully. 
yours, | 
CLEORA. 


LECTLHh v1. 


TO CLORINDA., 


J7 OV aſk me, my dear Clorinda, 


what is the reaſon of the deep me- 
lancholy you obſerve in me; and are a- 


mazed to ſee how little reliſh I have for 
the things which amuſe other people of 


my age and quality. Your partiality for 
me makes you fancy that my indifference 
is the reſult of a good underſtanding, 
and that the force of my judgment has 
been able to ſubdue my paſſions: but, 
alas! how are you miſtaken! my melan- 


choly proceeds from the irregularity of 


my affections; love, vanity, diſtruſt, and 
repentance, con{pire to rack me; and 


When I look back on all my former days, 
The only comfort the review affords, 

Is, that they're paſt 

For thro' their courſe I cannot recolleQ 


One free from ſorrow, guilt, or qyfappoiat- 


ment: 
Yet heedlefs ſtill thro* the ſame paths I ſtray, 
And raſhly venture on the dang'rous road; 
With open eyes like one afteep I walk, 
Anddrink the cup, altho' I know tis poiſon'd. 
Why am I led thus captive by my will? 
While Reaſon, faithful guide, for ever warns 
My drowſy foul, to ſhun impending danger. 
This night may be my lat; I ne'er again 
May ſee the dawning of another morn: 
Shall I forego the joys of heav'n, to ſoothe 
A wayward fancy, or deſtructive paſſion ? 
Ah, no! let ev'ry faculty unite | 


Jo break the yoke! R- aſon, reſumethy ſway, 


And calm theſe wild diſorders of my breaſt! 
Wiitp.r thy ſacred dictates to my heart, 
And ge d it to th* obſervance of thy laws! 
batpire my ſo} with ev'ry beay'nly thought, 


And ſhew me wiſdom's paths! direct my ſteps, 
Nor leave me thus benighted ! | | 


There is not in nature a greater con- 
tradition than my thoughts and actions, 
and it is impoſſible for me to account 
why they are ſo: I purſue the pleaſures 
of the world, at the ſame time that I 
know them to be fleeting and worthleſs. 
I diſtract myſelf about the opinion of the 
public, though I delpiſe the injuſtice of 
it's cenſures: I cannot forbear repining 
at my unhappy circumſtances, in ſuffer- 


ing myſelf to be tormented with the in- 


28 of ſome, whom I thought my 
riends, nor weeping while I indulge a 


hopeleſs paſſion; though I know that 


Quickly will my glaſs of life be run, 
And with it all my j ys and fortows gone: 
Then | no more ſhall feel love's cruel fire, 
But cold and peaceful to the grave retire; 
No more ſhall weep for the licentious wrongs 
Of judgments raſh, or ſecurge-of ſland' rous 
tonguess 


And yet, not even this reflection can arm 
me with patience: I am uneaſy with my 
faults, without correfting them; and in 


love with my duty, without practiſing it. 


I act contrary to my higheſt reafon, and 
turn rebel to the authority of my own 
judgment. 

After this account of me, you will not 
wonder that I retire as much as I can 
from noiſe and hurry; though no ſhade 
is gloomy enough to hide my folly from 
my eyes, nor any retreat calm enough to 

| | bu 
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hill my paſſions, However, I do not yet 
deſpair of conquering theſe vexations, by 
the aſſiſtance of Reli gion , and the Grace 
of that God, who will always be found 
by thoſe who feek him, in an humble 
ſenſe of their own unworthineſs, and a 
firm reliance upon his mercy. 
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I am never in ſo whimſical a ſituation 
of mind in the midſt of all my abſurdi- 
ties, as to forget that I am, by a thou- 
ſand obligations, your faithful friend, 
and obliged ſervant, | 
TR IS. 


EE TT ER VII. 


TO ALMIRA. 


MY DEAR ALMIRA, 


b "ob. be extremely afflited, . 


thongh not ſuprized, to hear, that 
after languiſhing ſo many months, the 
unhappy Teraminta yeſterday expired in 
my arms. The day before her death ſhe 
ordered every body but me to leave the 
room, and deſired me to fit down by her 
bed - ſide; then taking me by the hand, 
ſhe ſpoke to me m the following man- 
ner: 


I See, my faithful Emilia, that you are 
ſinking under the affliction which you 
Auffer, to find that a few hours will de- 
prive you not only of a ſincere and ten- 
der friend, but of a perſon whom your 
partiality inclines you to believe has 
ſome merit. I cannot leave you under 
this miſtake, and go out of the world 
with the guilt of deceiving you; it is not 
poſſible for me to let you waſte your 
tears for a wretch who is unworthy of 


them: yet let what I have ſuffered for 


my crimes induce you to compaſſion, 


and my hard fate warn you, to guard 


againſt the firſt glimmerings of a guilty 
paſſion ; for that has been my ruin. You 
know I was married extremely young, 
and upon the faſhionable unhappy views 
of eſtate and titles. 
+ band's merit, (which to my eternal con- 
fuſion I muſt ever acknowledge) joined 
to his fondneſs for me, gained fo far upon 
my heart, that if I had not all the paſ- 
fon that attends love, I had all the ten- 
derneſs of an exalted friendſhip for him. 
In this calm ſtate I paſſed the firſt fix 
years of our marriage, and had ſeveral 
children by him : but then his public 


employment obliged him to enquire for a 


perſon to aſſiſt him in the diſcharge of his 
office: he had a young man recommend- 
ed to him for that purpoſe, whom he 
took into his houſe; he had ten thouſand 
good qualities; he was juſt three and 
twenty, and perfectly beautiful, at igalt 


However, my huſ- 


to me he appeared fo. But why ſhouid I 


deſcribe him to you, or ſtrive to conceal 
the temptation, while I own the guilt ? 
You know the deſtroyer of my peace aud 
his own; it is the wretched Alonzo. 
He had not been long in the family be- 

fore I began to have an affection for him, 


that frighted me: his name affected me; 


I could not hear him mentioned without 
trembling, or {ce him unexpectedly with - 
out becoming as pale as aſhes, and in a 
few months I found my heart was en- 
tirely given up to him. What eloquence | 
can expreſs my grief at this diſcovery ? 
My vows, my huſband's merit, my ta- 
mily, my fame, now appeared to me in 

their full force, and joined to rack me. 
I paſſed my nights in tears, and rote 
more weary than I lay down. I flew 
to religious books for ſuccour, but in 
vain; I had neglected the danger till it 
was irretrievable. I wandered in my 
houſe and gardens more like a guilty 
ghoſt than a living creature: and to add 
to my diſtreſs, I obſerved an unuſual 
melancholy in the face of my dear 
Alonzo: he was always in my way, 
alone and penſive. One evening, as I 
was ſtanding juſt without the door in the 
court before my houſe, obſerving the 


moon and ſtars, which were ſhining in 


their full ſplendour, and wiſhing myſelf 
above thoſe glittering luminaries, that I 
might be no longer ſubject to that eri- 
minal paſſion, which rendered my hie a 
burthen, I chanced to put my hands be- 
hind me: I had not ftood long in that 
poſture before I thought I felt ſomething 
gently touch my hand, and looking 
round I found it to be Alonzo; who 
ſeeing me about to leave him, took one 
of my hands, and holding it betwixt his, 
preſſed it to his boſom with an air of 
tenderneſs which pierced my very toul. 
However, I was enough miſtreſs of my- 
ſelf to aſk him, what behaviour of mine 
had encouraged him to hope that I would 

| | 2 en lure 
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endure fo unaccountable an inſolence. 
He told me, that what he did was not 
the effect of hope, but of abſolute de- 
ſpair; that his miſery was grown to 
ſuch an height, that it was incapable of 
receiving any aggravation ; and that 
though he loved me to diſtraction, he 
did not even entertain a wiſh, that .I 
ſhould return a paſſion ſo much below 
me; and that if I could forgive the 
frenzy that brought him to make this 
declaration, he would for the future ob- 
ſerve an eternal ſilence. At theſe words 


he burſt into tears, and J left him with 


* 


the utmoſt precipitation, to conceal a 
tenderneſs which neither the obligations 
of my duty, or any other reflection, were 
ſtrong enough to ſuppreſs. I was now 


ſunk to the depth of miſery; I had 


liſtened to the declaration of a love for- 
bidden by all the laws of heaven and 
earth, and contrary to every principle of 
virtue which my education had inſtilled 
into my ſoul. I knew not what method 
to take to free myſelf and Alonzo from 
ſo unhappy a ſituation: ſometimes I re- 
ſolved to feign ſome cauſe of diſlike, and 


om with my huſband to diſcharge 


im. When I had ſummoned all my 
aids of virtue, modeſty, and pride, and 
fancied myſelf able to make the dread- 


ful propoſal, my paſſion brought back 


his idea to my heart, with all the charms 


of his mind and perſon, and repreſented 


him not only ruined in his peace, but in 
his fortune, by my ſeverity. Several 
months paſſed in this ſtate of anxiety, 
and he religiouſly obſerved his word, 
nor ever once mentioned his paſhon ; but 
at laſt the diſorder of his mind threw 
him into a fever, and his life was de- 
e of. Judge what I endured upon 
this occaſion : however, conſcious mo- 
deity hindered me from going near him 
in his illneſs, which laſted almoſt a fort- 


night: but at laſt his youth, and the 


joined with the 


ſtrength of his conſtitution, overcame 


his diſeaſe, and he was able to get up the 
ſtairs that led to my apartment, and was 
at the door of it juſt as I went to call ſome 
of the ſervants. At that moment every 


good angel left me, and I could not for- 


bear expreſſing my joy to find him able 
to Hin. his bed Alas 1* ſaid he, 
© why . lo you wiſn my miſery prolonged ? 
© Death is my only road to peace, ſince 
© I am hated by you.” Theſe words, 
paleneſs of his looks, 
difarmed all my reſolutions, and I told 
him a ſecret which I ought rather to have 
died than have uttered; I owned my 
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paſſion, and begged him to live for my 
ſake, if not for his own, He was 
amazed and overjoyed at this confeſſion, 
and ſoon recovered his health. We 
now went on in a thoughtleſs road of 
pleaſure, and indulged our mutual paſ- 
ſion, till at laſt he preſſed me to give 
him the moſt guilty proofs of it; and 
ſtrengthened his entreaties with all the 
arguments that ſo good an underſtand- 
ing, aſſiſted by the powers of hell, could 
inſpire. But as paſſionately as I loved 
him, he could not, with all his elo- 
quence, eraſe the ſentiments of innate 
virtue, and convictions of religion, from 
my ſoul. I was not enough abandoned, 
but to look on advltery as a point of 
horror not to be outlived; and though I 
allowed him liberties, which I am now 
convinced were guilty, yet I always kept 
myſelf from the laſt ſteps of vice, and 
was ſo happy, that inſtead of my yield- 
ing to his arguments, he was convinced 
by mine, and aſked pardon of God and 
me, for the criminal deſign he had pur- 

ſued, We now reſolved, by the ſtrict- 

neſs of our lives, to make what amends 

we could for the errors we had fallen 
into; and for theſe laſt three years have 
applied ourſelves ſeriouſly to the ſecuring 
of our ſalvation : but we have never been 
able to conquer our unhappy paſſion, 
though we have ſuppreſſed the effects of 
it. It is this eternal contradiction, 
joined to the remorſe feel for my ingrati- 
tude to the beit of huſbands, which has 
brought me into the condition you ſee. 


Happy, if by 80% e could atone 


for my injuſtice! How gentle would my 
agonies appear, if by their exceſs I could 
hope that they would be accepted as part 
of my puniſhment! Whatever I could 
ſuffer here, would be joyſul to me, were 
I ſure it could intitle me to mercy here - 
after. 


Here ſhe fell into a ſwoon, but 
quickly revived, and lived till next day. 
About an hour before ſhe died, ſhe ſent 
for her huſband and children, and took 
leave of them with great tenderneſs ; and 


then lying down as if the would ſleep, 


expired in a few minutes. They are in 
vaſt affliction for her: but no words can 
paint the deſpair of Alonzo; he has nei- 
ther ſpoke nor eat ſince her death, and 
ſeems ſo perfectly ſtupified, that I fear 


his ſenſes are gone for ever. | 


Adieu, my dear Almira! My tears 


flow ſo faſt, that I can write no more. 
. E MILIA. 
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BY THE SAME HAND. 


MY LORD, 
Have, at laſt, taken the only means 
left me, to free myſelf from your im- 
ortunities, and the weakneſs of my own 
eart, which argued but too much on 


your ſide. 
other confideration, too light, when 
weighed in the balance againſt your love; 
but the force of religion has turned 
the ſcale, and made me reſolve to ſpend 
the remainder of my weeping days in a 


convent: it is in that holy retreat that I 


hope to find the peace which I loſt in the 
world. You cannot be ſorry for this 
reſolution, when you conſider of it: for 
not all the polite maxims of the preſent 
age are ſufficient to diſcountenance virtue, 


orbring viceintoreputation; orcould they 
prevail in this world, would they be ad- 
Your Lord- 


mitted at God's tribunal. 
ſhip may call this bigotry, or any other 
name, which the levity of your fancy, 
or modiſh principles, can inſpire you 
with; but a day will come, in which 
you will find it ſacred truth; and vou 
will be glad, that by ſhutting my- 
ſelf for ever from your fight, I hindered 
you from the guilt you have purſued, and 


put it out of your power to ruin me. It 


would be no very pleaſing reflection on 
pour death-bed, that you had ſeduced a 
ſoul from the paths of peace and virtue; 
and to give yourſelf a faſhionable liberty, 


had entailed miſery and infamy on a 
family, who have ſerved you with zeal 


and affection. What has my aged father 
left undone to ſupport your intereſt in 
the country? With what tenderneſs did 
my mother educate your two young 
bites, who were committed to her care? 
And, in return, you would bring their 
only daughter to the laſt degree of fm and 


ſhame : this may be genteel, but ſurely 


it is not noble. How falle are your ſen- 
timents of honour and jultice! You 


I found my fame, and every 


and the whole world, for ever. 


thought it would be a reflection on your 
character, to marry into a family ſo 
much below you in birth and fortune; 
but are not aſhamed to return a thouſand 
obligations (pardon me, my Lord; for 
great as you are, I mult call them ſuch) 
with the higheſt injury. And though 
you have not ſucceeded in your guilt as 
to that, you robbed two ancient ſervants, 
nay, friends of your's, of the joy of 
their eyes, and delight of their age, their 


only child; who by your licentious love 


is forced to ſeclude herſelf from them, 
I dread 
to think how they wall ſupport this af- 
fliction. I left a letter on the table to 
acquaint my mother with my retreat, but 
concealed the cauſe, for your ſiſter's 
ſake z ſince ſhe might, perhaps, reſolve 
to diſcharge herſelf from an office, which 


ſhe has executed with ſo much care, and 


has produced her ſo cruel a requital. 


| Let the ſorrow you brought upon my 


parents content you, and do not carry 
ruin into another family. Why ſhould 
you employ the finelt underſtanding, and 
the moſt graceful perſon, to promote the 
cauſe of hell? And why muſt the rank, 
power, and wealth, which were given 
you to diffuſe happineſs all round you, 
only ſerve to make you capable of ſplen- 
did miſchict ? 5 
I am now in a ſanctuary, where 1 
cannot be the entertainment of your idle 
hours ; and where the time I ſpent an 
liſtening to you, ſhall now be employed 
in praying for your reformation ; the 
tears which I have often poured out in 
vain, to diſſuade you from your guilty 
enterprize, ſhall be ſhed before God for 
your fins: for though you have uſed me 


with the utmoſt cruelty, your eternal 


welfare will always be the tenderett con- 
cern of the unhappy 5 
. ANASTASIA, 
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LET TE-RAIX: 


F Have been on the very borders of the 


grave, and have for ſeveral months. 


endured all the pains and languiſhments 
of a dangerous illneſs; but it has pleaſed 
Gop to reſtore me to ſo tolerable a mea- 
ſure of health, that I am now able to 
think and write again: and with what 
pleaſure do I feel myſelf once more at 
caſe ! 5 

How ungrateful are the generality of 
mankind while they enjoy this bleſſing ! 
and how ſeldom (when they are well) do 
they refle& on the inconvenience and 
, Faintneſs, the wearineſs, and pains, which 
attend a fi:k bed! I never was ſenſi- 
ble what I owed to God for my, health, 
til! I came to want it. While my 
blood flowed with an even uninter- 
rupted courſe in it's channels, and my 
arteries and finews were able to per- 
form their ſeveral functions, I over- 


looked that mercy which had contrived ' 


them for thoſe operations; but as ſoon 
as they were obſtructed, I was ſenſible 
of their value: and while I ſickened at 
the ſight of my food, I envied the pea- 
fant, whoſe health enabled bim to earn 
his dinner with the ſweat of his brow ; 
and while I was in torment in a ſtately 
apartment, and reſtleſs on a bed of down, 
how joyfully would Ihave exchanged con- 


ditions with the hind, who in an humble 


cottage was ſleeping on ſheaves of ſtraw ! 
How readily would I have parted with all 
the vanity of airy titles, all the advan- 
tages of riches and grandeur, to purchaſe 
health! Health, which gives reliſh to every 
enjoyment, and, like the rays of light, 
diffuses beauty upon every object. When 
I was ill, the beauty of the creation was 
effaced to me; I found no longer har- 
mony in the ſounds of muſic, nor joy 
while the ſun poured his meridian glory; 
but turned my eves from the intolerable 
luſtre, and wiſhed for the ſhades of night 
to veil his radiance. I had no pleaſure 
in ſceing every thing round me Nouri, 


while I withered and decayed ; the birds 


that warbled near my window, ſeemed 
to ſing my funeral dirge ; and every fly 
that buzzed in my chamber, founded like 
an alarm to judgment. When night 
came, I conſidered that probably I might 
never ſee day-light again till the morn- 
ing of the re{urrection dawned upon the 
earth: and when I was drowſy, aud in- 
clining to ſleep, I imagined that I ſhould 
perhaps never wake, til] I heard the voice 
of the arch-angel, and the ſound of the 
laſt trumpet; nor lift up my head, till I 


ſaw the Son of man coming in the clouds 


with power and great glory.” This near 
proſpect of death and judgment has put 
the world, and all it's gaudy vanities, 
into a juſt light, and has convinced me 
of the falſity of human comforts : and I 
have reaſon to bleſs Gop, who has given 
me ſuch an opportunity of ſeeing things 
as they really are; and by making me 
ſenſible of the ſmall conſolation that all 
the earth can afford in the time of illneſs, 
and at the hour of death, has directed 
my eyes and hopes to Heaven, and made 
me know the 0 4 of thoſe hours which 


were too often waſted in guilt or folly: 


and, believe me, Leonora, you will ſome 
time or other be ſenſible of this important 


truth. You are not more ſecure of 
years to come, than I appeared to be be- 


fore this illneſs; and will find the ſplen- 
dour of a court, and all the flatteries of 
life, miſerable comforters upon a ſick 
bed: the pleaſures of this world will 
withdraw, and nothing remain with you 
but a ſenſe of your paſt conduct; and 
when you find Jourlel ready to quit the 
ſtage, you will have ne concern about 
any thing but how you have acted your 
art. „ . 
F I am ſtill very weak, though perfectly 
at eaſe; and I could be fattsfied to re- 
main ſo always, rather than hazard being 
again a ſlave to my paſſions and plea- 
ſures. I am, with all imaginable ſince- 

rity, your moſt faithful, 
| DIANA. 
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LETTER X. 


Told you, ſome time ſince, that my 


affairs would oblige me to paſs this 
ſummer at my eſtate in the weſt: I have 
been at it theſe {ix weks ; I brought no 
pany hither but Cleomedon, who is 

ſo fond of his ſtudies, that I ſeldom ſee 
ham, unleſs it be at meals, but then he 
is always ſprightly and chearful: and at 


other times I entertain myſelf either in 


the park or gardens, which afford me ſo 
much. amuſement, that I never find the 
day too long. 

I cannot forbear repeating to you an 
adventure which I met with a few days 
ago.,——As I was riding over ſome of my 
farms, I came to the brow of an extreme 
high hill, from whence I had the pro- 
ſpect of the moſt beautiful valley imagi- 


nable ; it was full of woods, and wa- 


tered with a large river; in ſome places 


it run very broad and ſtrait, in others it 
was more contracted, and flowed in a 
thouſand windings; ſometimes it was 
loſt among the woods, and roſe again 
with freſh beauty, as it run through the 
flowery lawns. I was ſo charmed with 
the fight of this ſylvan ſcene, that 1 
longecto be in it: but the difficulty was 
how to get down the hill; for that fide 
nextthe valley was almolt perpendicular, 
and ſo rocky and covered with wood, 
that it ſeemed unpaſſable. However, I 
diſmounted, and leading my horſe, found 
2 narrow winding, by which I made a 
ſhift to get to the bottom of the hill; at 
the foot of which was a delighttul plain, 
here and there interſperſed with ſpreading 
oaks, beech; and ſycamore trees. Here 
J had the pleaſure to obſervethe ſpring of 
the river that watered that beautiful val- 


ley ; it guſhes out of the fide of the rock, 


and, after falling from one clift to ano- 
ther, a great height, runs even with the 
graſs through the plains and woods. I 


now got on horſeback again, and follow- 


ing the courſe of the river about three or 
four furlongs, I came to a low houſe, 
behind which there was a plat of trees, 
and before a little 6ourt, which had no 
other fence than a-laurel hedge breatt- 


high. There was a little wicket which 


ſtood open, and the neatnels of the place 
tempted me to go in; which J did with 
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the better aſſurance, becauſe I imagined, 
by the appearance and ſize of the houſe, 
that it was not inhabited by any perſons 
of diſtinction. I crofled the court with- 
out ſeeing any body, and came into a 
hall, the neatneſs of which is not to be 


deſcribed. But I own I was ſurprized 


to ſee a harpſichord, upon which la 

ſome muſic-books; I had the curioſity 
to look into them, and found fome of 
them were opera airs, but the greater 
parts hymns and anthems: there lay on 
the table two large folios of maps, and 
upon the ground I obſerved a pair of 
very fine globes. A furniture ſo differ-= 
ent from what 1 expected, made me un- 
certain whether I ſhould follow my curi- 


oſity, which led me to go up a ftair-caſe 


that was at one end of the hall, or go 
back without diſturbing the owners of 
the houſe, who I now began to believe 
were of a different rank from what I at 


_ firſt imagined ; and yet it was inconceiv- 


able to me how any perſons of diſtinCtion - 
ſhould be in ſuch a houſe. My curio- 
ſity prevailed, and I went up: but when 
I came near the top of the ſtairs, I heard 
a perion reading with great juſtneſs, in 
a clear voice, which ſeemed to be a wo- 
man's. I ſtopped a little to liſten to her, 
and at laſt turning on my right-hand, L 

obſerved a door which ſtood half open, 
from whence I imagined the voice came. 
I drew near it without any noiſe, and 
could ſee a grave well-looking woman of 
about fifty, who was reading aloud td 
two very beautiful young ones, who 
were at work, embroidering flowers on 
white ſilk: they were dreſſed alike in 
white ſattin wailtcoats, and brown lute- 
ſtring petticoats, and upon their heads 
fine laced caps, made like thoſe of the 

common peaſants, They had an air of 
innocence and modeſty greater than I 
ever ſaw: ſhe who appeared the elder of 
the two had dark hair, and the moſt 


blooming complexion imaginable ; ſhe 


was tall, and hnely ſhaped, and might 


have paſſed for an inimitable beauty, had 
not the young creature who ſat by her 


ſhewed that is was poſſible even to ſur- 
paſs her: her hair was almoſt flaxen, 
and her ſkin could icarce be equalled by 

| any 
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any poetical ſimile; ſhe had large blue 
eyes, and her eye-brows and eye-laſhes 
were a dark brown ; ſhe had a ſweetneſs 
in her countenance which would have diſ- 
armed a tyger of it's rage. I had conſi- 
dered them but a few moments, when 
ſhe who ſeemed the elder of the young 
women looked up, and ſeemed ſurprized 
at the ſight of a ſtranger ;3 however, ſhe 


roſe with great civility, and faid—* Ma- 


dam, here is a gentleman, who, I be- 
© lieve, would ſpeak with you.“ I then 
was ſo confounded, that I neither knew 
how to retire, or make an excuſe for ſo 
unaccountable a viſit : but the eldeſt of 
the ladies aſked me to come in, with ſo 
benign and chearful an aſpect, that it 
gave me courage to own the occaſion of 
my intruſion, and aſk a thouſand par- 
dons for it. To which ſhe anfwered— 
That my curioſity was it's own puniſh- 
* ment, ſince it had made me take fo 
© much pains, to ſee what was ſo little 
* worth it, as her retirement.* I had 
now time to view the room they were in; 
was hung to the top of the chairs with 
fne Indian matting, above which all 
round the room were ſhelves filled with 
books; and upon looking into them, 1 
found them to be an admirable collection 
of hiſtory, divinity, and travels: there 
were a few hooks of the beſt philoſophy, 
and ſome plays. There were upon ſtands 
ſcveral batons of flowers; and, in ſhort, 
every thing was fo elegant and charm- 
ing 


- S2 . = 
inchanted habitation, and could not for- 


bear expreſſing my defire to know how | 
people of fo extraordinary a genius came 
to live in ſo very retired a manner: which 


the elderly lady perceiving, told me, that 
tf I had patience, ſhe would give me a 
faithful account of it. She ſaid her huſ- 
band was the heir of à noble family; 
that his name was 'Theanor, by whom 


ſhe had two daughters, which were the 


young women I ſaw; that her huſband 
diet when the eldeſt was betwixt eight 
and nine years old, and left great debts : 
in vaindid ſhe apply to his rich relations, 
they would not aſliſt her; ſo that ſhe 
found herſelf either obliged to alter her 
way of living, or leave his dehts unpaid 
which, thorgh the laws did not force 


her to ſatisfy, the thought herfelf bound 


to do, bv all the rules ot juſtice and ho- 
nour. She therefore diicharged all her 
ſervants, except two maide, and an an- 
cient clergyman, whom the kept to in- 
Uruct her daughters, With this {mall 
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that I began to fancy myſelf in an 
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family ſhe retired to this houſe, where 
ſhe ſaid ſhe had lived upwards of fifteen 
years. She paid her huſband's debts in 
the firſt ſeven; but had found ſo much 
peace in that ſolitude, that ſhe was loth 
to quit it, and had the pleaſure to find 
both her daughters in the ſame mind. I 
could not forbear afking how they amuſ- 
ed themſelves in ſo abſolute a retreat, 
and in what manner they divided the 
day. In anſwer to which, ſhe told me, 
that indeed they ſeldom went abread; 
and that when the had given me an ac- 
count of one day, the told me their whole 
courle of life for the laſt fifteen years. 
As leon as we riſe, ſaid ſhe, © we 
meet in a little chapel below ſtairs, 
where the clerygman I mentioned to 
you reads prayers to us, and we ing 
a plalm. After this, we have our 
breakfaſt, and my daughters amuſe 
themſelves with their muſic or paint- 
ing, as they like beſt, while I am bu- 
ted with the affairs of my family. 
About eleven o'clock we go into a 
room, where we prepare medicines for 
the poor, who cannot afford better 
help, and there have a preſs filled with 
cloaths tor them of all ſorts; and in 
the drawers under, are Bibles and other 
books of devotion, that while wetake 
care of their bodies, their ſouls may 
not be entirely neglected. Here we 
2 our time till we are ready to dreſs 
or dinner: after dinner, my daugh- 
ters play on the harpſichord, and ſing, 
or ſometimes we only converſe till we 
have a mind to come up hither, where 
one of us conſtantly reads while the 
others work. In the evening we walk 
till ſupper; after which, we call our 
little family, and end the day as we 
begun it, in praiſing God, and im- 
ploring his protection.“ | 

I told her, I was no longer ſurprized 
that they liked their way of living, ſince 
it appeared to me to be ſuch, as muſt en- 
tirely ſecure them from all kinds of diſ- 
content. 

They none of them anſwered to this; 
and upon looking up, I ſaw, the face of 
the eldeſt daughter covered with tears. 
I expreſſed my concern at this ſudden 


alteration, and begged to know the 


occaſion of it. Alas! laid her mo- 


ther, this unhappy girl is more to be 
pitied than you imagine; and it is only 
© on her account that I feel ſorrow. 
About five years ago ſhe fell deſpe- 
6 rately in love with a youngman, who was 
© equally 
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© equally ſo with her: hut the misfor- 
tune was, that he was not only much 
© below her in his fortune, but of a fa- 
* mily which are notorious for their wick - 
* edneſs, though he is not ſo himſelf ; 
© for his mother, who was perfectly vir- 
© tuons, had inftilled into him all the 
principles of piety and morality. They 
© had long had a mutual tenderneſs be- 


© fore I perceived it; but when I did, 


© and found how much Roſella's heart 
© was fixed, it afflicted me ſo that I fell 
into a deep melancholy, which ended 
in a dangerous fickneſs, and I was 
© given over by my phyſicians. I then 


© told Roſella the cauſe of my illneſs, 


© and adviſed her againſt a marriage, 
© the apprehenſions of which had, in all 


© probability, coſt me my life. She fell 


on her knees by my bed-fide, and bath- 
ing my hands with her tears, begged 
I would endeavour to recover; for if 
© ſomebody was to be the victim of her 
© unhappy paſſion, ſhe was reſolved it 
© ſhould be herſelf, ſince death would be 
© leſs terrible to her than offending me. I 
£ rejoiced, and was ſurprized at her com- 


© pliance, and hoped her affections had 


d © Not been ſo firmly rooted as I ſince 


found. When 1 began to recover, 


placed her heart.” 


79 
© ſhe begged leave to write to Alphonſo, 
(for that was the name of her lover) 
and give him an account of the pro- 
© miſe ſhe had made, and the reatons 
© which forced her to it. He received 
* the news with inexpreſſible grief, and 
© the next day left his father's houſe; to 
© which he has never yet returned, nor 
© has any body heard of him. I have 
© been ſo much touched with my daugh- 
© ter's ſufferings, and the patience with 
© which ſhe endured them, without ever 
© upbraiding me as the cauſe of them, 
© that I now wiſh as ardently as ſhe does, 
© to ſee him return; that I may have the 
pleaſure of rewarding her filial piety, 
© by giving her hand where ſhe long ago 
She could not end 
this relation without tears, in which her 
daughters accompanied her. 

I own I was moved with compaſſion 
at the ſtory of Roſella, and cannot take 


A 


my thoughts from that charming retire- 


ment, or forget the beauty of Meliſſa, 
which was the name of the younger 
daughter. 

J ſtaid till it was dark, and then took 
my leave, extremely delighted with ſo 
uncommon an adventure. Adieu. 

BELLAM OUR. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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